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PUBLISHER'S STATEMENT 


he specter of legal murder is once more casting its 
| grim shadow across the face of American society. 
This past May the state of Florida fried John 
Spenkelink in the electric chair—the first execution in 
this country since Gary Gilmore faced a Utah firing 
squad and the first involuntary execution in more than 
12 years. This pointless killing directly threatens the 520 
or so condemned prisoners presently on death rows 
around the country, for it opens the door to weak-kneed 
judges and governors who can deny stays of execution 
without bearing the political burden of being the first to 
do so. And once again our penitentiaries will reek with 
the stench of vomit, excrement, urine and sizzling flesh 
as poorly paid, badly trained prison officials slowly and 
agonizingly torture a fellow human being to death. 
Even if you agree with the stupid and savage principle 
of “an eye for an eye,” you cannot fail to be repulsed by 
the primitive technology employed by the various states 
to kill their offenders. Gassing, the least disfiguring meth- 
od, takes an average of seven minutes to stop the heart- 
beat. In hanging, death is rarely caused by a quick frac- 
ture of the neck; nine times out of ten the victim slowly 
strangles for ten minutes—dancing a hideous jig of death 
while excrement, urine and sometimes semen pour from 
the body. Clinton Duffy, who served 11 years as warden 
of California’s San Quentin prison, wrote that when the 
hanged body is finally cut down, in most cases “the side 
of the face has been torn open.” Shooting by firing squad 
is probably the quickest method. But it certainly dis- 
figures, and death is not necessarily instantaneous either. 
Electrocution is possibly the worst method of all. After the 
usual eight cycles of 2,250 volts followed by 1,000 volts 
have been administered, the heart may still be beating, 
and further jolts are often necessary. The victim’s eyes lit- 
erally pop out of their sockets; his flesh burns; urine and 
excrement are inevitably released. 
So what? you say. Didn’t each of these assholes kill 


United States of Death 


someone? How else are we going to halt the reign of 
murder and other brutal crimes in this country? 

The simple facts are these: Capital punishment is not 
now, nor was it ever, a deterrent. In 16th-century En- 
gland, when picking pockets was considered to be a 
capital offense and hangings took place in public, 
pickpockets used to ply their trade on the crowd watch- 
ing the condemned thief swinging on the gallows! And in 
20th-century America the murder rate has been con- 
stantly higher in those states maintaining the death 
penalty as punishment for it. 

Fact number two: The precept of “‘an eye for an eye’’ is 
taken from ancient Hebraic law handed down at the time 
of Moses. Jesus Christ preached forgiveness, not legal 
death, and the major churches in this country have come 
out against capital punishment. 

Fact number three: Capital punishmtnt discriminates 
against the poor, the black or any minority member who 
cannot afford good legal counsel. Rich white killers aren’t 
put to death by the state; they die of old age in Miami Beach. 

Fact number four: Every educational and psychologi- 
cal authority agrees with Duffy, who feels that the way 
to deter crime is to build a better child. That means 
better parenting. ‘“‘Where there is love, under- 
standing ... discipline and direction,” he said, “rarely 
will you have a delinquent child or an adult criminal.” 

A final note: Some people in this country want all 
executions to be televised. If that ever happens—and 
stranger things than that have come to pass in America— 
I believe that capital punishment would be abolished in 
every state within a week. 


Coy Lol? 


Publisher @ 
Chairman of the Board 
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_—£ “Hi. I’m Chrissy. When I appeared 
—_ in HUSTLER, my shoes were bright red, 
my socks were white... 


Getting the color right is part of what HUSTLER is all about—especially the 
shocking pink. We grab it, align it, define it, sharpen it and lock your eyeballs on 
the right track. HUSTLER’s quality is fine-tuned. We are the trendsetter 
of the ’70s: thesex magazine to watch in the 80s. 
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USTLER has always believed in 
giving its readers more for their 
money, and this month features 
the most! To begin with, there 
are four—count ’em—/four photo-sets. 
STARR MATERIAL, MAGIC WANDA! and 
MELANIE: CALIFORNIA DREAMER are 
prime examples of the steaming-hot 
HUSTLER Honeys you’ve come to 
know and love. The fourth—EAST SIDE 
STORY—is a must for all you couple- 
lovers who’ve written to us requesting 
more heterosexual fantasies. If these two 
don’t get you hot, then you’d better go 
back to reading National Geographic. 

But man can’t live by fantasies alone, 
so we’ve got an extra portion of hard- 
hitting, in-depth articles to whet your 
mental appetite. This month we asked 
DOCTORS EBERHARD and PHYLLIS 
KRONHAUSEN—both members of the 
American Psychological Society —to an- 
alyze THE FALL OF THE GREEK AND 
ROMAN EMPIRES. The good doctors’ 
previous contributions to HUSTLER in- 
clude Genesis: Fall From Innocence (July 
1978) and Erotic Art by Children (October 
1978). The couple has also collaborated 
on a number of other works, including 
The Sex People, Erotic Art (Volumes I & 
II), The Sexually Responsive Woman, Por- 
nography and the Law and Erotic Fan- 
tasies: A Study of Sexual Imagination. In 
addition, they helped establish the San 
Francisco Museum of Erotic Art. This 
month’s scholarly work tells us more 
than we ever knew, and we hope you'll 
find the same. 

Now that American and European 
smokers have become aware of the 
dangers of high-tar cigarettes, tobacco- 
company sales are dropping in the 
Western Hemisphere. But those good ol’ 
boys from Marlboro Country are 
irrepressible when it comes to finding 
new markets. As ROBERT J. WAGMAN 
reports, the cancerstick-pushers are cur- 


Alex Ebel 


Lee Quarnstrom 


Cover by Suze Randall 


rently involved in BLOWING AWAY THE 
THIRD WORLD by pouring tobacco 
products into developing nations. Wag- 
man is Washington Bureau Chief of the 
North American Newspaper Alliance 
(NANA). NANA Editor SHELDON D. 
ENGELMAYER assisted Wagman in pre- 
paring the piece, and the accompanying 
illustration was rendered by HUSTLER 
regular DAN KIRK. 

Some months ago we sent free-lance 
sportswriter ED KIERSH in search of 
wrestler LITTLE TOKYO: THE WORLD’S 
GREATEST MIDGET ATHLETE. Kiersh 
followed Little Tokyo around the coun- 
try, and his informative and enter- 
taining report delivers a gallon or two of 
insight regarding the grappling dwarf’s 
pint-sized world. ALEX EBEL provided 
the masterful caricature of Little Tokyo 
in action. 

Wrestling with changing social mores 
has become a familiar activity for 
HUSTLER Senior Editor MICHAEL 
STOTT. He recently traveled to the San 


Drs. Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 


Francisco Bay area and discovered a 
rather unusual club: THE AFFLUENT 
SPANKERS. His well-disciplined study 
of the painful pleasures of the group 
constitutes this month’s Sex Play, and 
after he filed it, we asked him who gets 
the most pleasure—the spanker or the 
spankee? Michael never answered, but 
we noticed he conducted business stand- 
ing up for the rest of the week... witha 
strange smile on his face. The spanking- 
ly good illustration is by IGNACIO 
GOMEZ, a Los Angeles-based artist 
whose credits include appearances in 
Penthouse and Oui. 

A public figure who might well have 
benefited as a child from an extended 
treatment of over-the-knee therapy is 
President Carter’s notorious brother. 
HUSTLER Executive Editor LEE 
QUARNSTROM worked for several 
minutes in researching Billy’s illustrious 
career, and the result is THIS IS YOUR 
LIFE, BILLY CARTER, a thorough sum- 
mary of the younger Carter’s outstand- 
ing contributions to American society. 
Texan BARRY PHILLIPS provided the 
background art and spot illustrations for 
this humor piece. Phillips’s credits in- 
clude work for CHIC, Los Angeles maga- 
zine and Playgirl. 

September’s fiction, A GAMBLING 
MAN, was written by BEN SATTER- 
FIELD. It concerns a regular at the 
weekly poker game who’s forced to 
change his strategy when a female high- 
roller lays her cards on the table. The 
companion artwork is by STAN WATTS, 
whose album covers are well-known in 
the recording industry. He’s also pro- 
vided illustrations for Oui. 

That’s our fall roundup; we know 
you'll enjoy it. In fact, we can’t think of 
a better way to fight off autumn’s chill 
than by curling up with your favorite 
Honey and this month’s HUSTLER. 
That should keep things hot! @ 


Ben Satterfield 


Barry Phillips 


July’s campfire Honey makes friends 
with her flashlight, begging for more 
with those big blue eyes. And more is 
what Chrissie gets. Light up your life 
with this sexy girl-next-door. 


FILMS BY HUSTLER'S HOTTEST PHOTOGRAPHER 
SUZE 
* 
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Lolita, next month’s cover girl, looks 
sweet and innocent, but underneath 
is a ripening passion. Share a young 
girl’s wet dreams as she returns from 
school and humps her dumpty. 


For five years HUSTLER Magazine has brought you America’s 
most daring, high-quality erotic entertainment. Now listen and 
look as Suze Randall, our sexiest photographer, brings HUSTLER’s 
hottest Honeys to life in a new, unrivaled series of erotic films and 
videocassettes, with a FULL-SOUND option. The films are avail- 
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Here’s a sneak preview of next 
month’s centerfold. When a dive 
into a swimming pool does nothing 
to cool Inga down, she takes on a full 
bottle of champagne. 


What happens when Beast’s Beauty 
(November 1978) grows up to find 
the Beast just isn’t enough? Watch 
her on the rampage trying to satisfy 
her voracious sexual appetite. 


able individually in 200-foot color reels in regular 8mm ($19.95), 
Super 8mm ($24.95) and—for lifelike intimacy —Super 8mm with 
FULL SOUND ($39.95). Or see all four girls together in FULL- 
SOUND and color on VHS or Beta videocassettes for an unbeatable 
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Getting Off: Although I’ve read many 
letters-to-the-editor in men’s magazines in 
which readers tell how they got off on a cer- 
tain model’s ass or pussy, I’ve never seen a 
girl in your photo-spreads who ever really at- 
tracted me until I saw the face of Cindy: Hot 
Chutist in your July issue. To put it simply, 
she is a beautiful woman. 

Keep up the good work with HUSTLER 
Humor and Beaver Hunt, and for God’s sake 
keep changing and growing, even though 
some of those changes have turned me off. 
By the way, there always seems to be a cer- 
tain glow or moist look to your models’ 
pussies and fingernails. Will you tell me who 
thought up the process and how it is done? 

—Brent Ostler 
Des Moines, Iowa 


Except for the polish on the fingernails, the 
“glow or moist look” was thought up by the 
greatest cosmetologist of all— Mother Nature. 


Career on the Cross: This letter is about 
your June issue. On page 52 a cartoon 
depicted Christ with His feet nailed to the 
cross, while the Virgin Mary tells Him, “I 
told you that you should go to medical 
school or become a lawyer. But no, your own 
mother you wouldn’t Jisten to.” I think 
Christ did more important things for man- 
kind than any doctor or lawyer will ever do, 
and I believe all true believers will agree 
with that. Thank you for reading this letter. 
—J.W. 

Marquette, Michigan 


Sure Bet: My husband just told me that 
Althea Flynt had appeared naked in 
HUSTLER a few years ago. He bet me you 
wouldn’t rerun that picture or even publish 
this letter, so could you please help me win 
the bet by reprinting the photo. 

— Betty Johnson 

Cincinnati, Ohio 


See bottom photo, from our July 1975 issue. 


Tennis Turn-on: As a man who’s devoted 
his entire life to the study of the female form, 
I am writing to praise the outstanding pho- 
tography displayed in Becky: Tennis Muff 
{June). Those rose-petal lips, petite boobs 
and deliciously tight box equate toa TOTAL 
TURN-ON! Even her feet look tasty! 
Each succeeding issue of HUSTLER seems 
to get better than the previous one. 
— Mitch Krueger 
Seattle, Washington 


Sweaty Ecstasy: | am a graduate student 
at the University of Southern California, 
presently working on my Ph.D. in counsel- 
ing-psychology. I have applauded your 
magazine for the past several years, most 
recently since the inclusion of male-female 
photo-spreads. Your depiction of real-life 
sweaty ecstasy and naturally beautiful 


lovemaking is unparalleled among contem- 
porary publications. However, after seeing 
your June pictorial entitled Vegas Folly, Vl 
not only applaud you but I’ll also take out a 
subscription. 

It takes a lot to have me rip a term paper 
out of my typewriter and write a letter-to- 
the-editor, but your open-minded presenta- 
tion of transsexualism only further con- 
vinced me that your magazine is indeed the 
most liberated, intelligent and provocative 
one on the market. If only the University 
could be so sweet! —Russ Thompson 

Long Beach, California 


Although I disapprove of some of your ar- 
ticles and cartoons, I very much approve of 
the explicit photo sequences in Vegas Folly 
(June). In past years I have seen her- 
maphrodites, but never one with the beauty 
and sexual development of your model. 
Thank you very much for the lesson. 

—R.W. J. 
Fayette, lowa 


Stop Psychiatric Assault! Your article 
Lithium: Psychiatric Assault (June) was a 
clear, no-bullshit exposure of the prevalent 
methodology practiced by general psychia- 
try today. I was one of those who gulped 
down assorted “medications,” then found 
myself mind-diluted and body-disrupted to 
the point where my treatment was worse 
than my original sickness. It’s time 
for a concerted effort to find other ways to 
deal with emotional problems and mental 
illness. Your magazine has once and for all 
proven its worth. Thank you. 

~— Michael J. Kubsch 

Oshkosh, Wisconsin 


Clean Up the Filth: | cannot believe what 
I have witnessed. Such filthiness in a 
magazine that anyone over !& can buy! Just 
because an 18-year-old buys it doesn’t mean 
that that person will be the only one to see it. 
I know that if parents don’t want their 
children to look at a copy of HUSTLER 
Magazine, they shouldn’t buy it to begin 
with, but if only they didn’t have it to buy in 
the first place! 

If this country is to be saved, pornography 
has got to be stopped. Thank you for read- 
ing this. —A Concerned Mother 

Address Withheld by Request 


May God save us from our would-be saviors. 


Rejects Rooter: I have a copy of 
HUSTLER REJECTS #2 and have enjoyed 
tremendously viewing that fine array of 
opened-up females. I’ve been watching 
newsstands for a newer edition, but so far no 
luck, Where or when can I get another one? 

— Hank Strickland 

Tustin, California 


HUSTLER REJECTS ts published only once a 


HUSTLER SEPTEMBER 11 


year, You can order back issues of REJECTS #1 
and REJECTS #2. There’s a handy coupon on 
page 34 of this issue. 


Hold the Niggers: | have been reading 
your magazine for some time, and I enjoy it 
very much, but when I saw your photo- 
feature Black ’n’ White... And Hot All Over 
(June), I threw it away. Why do you dis- 
grace your magazine with niggers in it? I 
refuse to buy it with that shit inside. I'll put 
it down every chance I get. Fuck you! 
—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


We put black people in HUSTLER. The niggers 
are in your twisted mind. 


Ignoring Taboos: Larry Flynt will not be 
intimidated! I just picked up your June 
issue, and was I surprised! Lo and behold, 
there was the pictorial Black ’n’ White. After 
the issue carrying the black studs and the 
Southern belle (HUSTLER, May 1978), I 
thought that it would be years before an 
interracial spread would be seen again. I’m 
very pleased that the ignorant hatemongers 
of this world have not changed your policy. 

I have always enjoyed HUSTLER, but this 
convinces me that your publication is the 
only one that disregards the ridiculous 
taboos set down by this hypocritical society. 
There is no longer any need to second-guess 
the reason for that other spread. Once would 
have been enough to satisfy most critics. By 
doing it again (and so soon) you have proven 
that it was neither tokenism nor simple eco- 


nomics. Along with this thank-you is 
enclosed my subscription order for one year. 
— Eugene 

Detroit, Michigan 


Knock Out Nicotine! I have only been a 
HUSTLER reader since picking up the 
December 1978 issue, but in that short time 
I have come to realize what a great 
magazine it is. One thing I really like is your 
fight against smoking. For the first time in 
my life I’ve seen ads telling me not to smoke 
and why. It makes me feel good to know 
somebody is on my side, because | hate the 
damn things. —C.W. 

Pascagoula, Mississippi 


Freedom-Fighters: | support men like 
Larry Flynt in their courageous battle 
against those people trying to destroy the 
very concept of freedom! When history is 
written, I’m sure that it will be Flynt and 
those like him who will be recorded as the 
truly great Americans, not those out to 
strangle their ideas. —C.L. 

Panama City, Florida 


Talk-Show Truths: As I watched Larry 
Flynt on The Phil Donahue Show recently, I 
felt a strong love for him as my brother in 
Christ. I’m sorry some of the people in the 
audience there condemned him in such a 
harsh way, because when people point their 
fingers and wag their tongues at us, we all 
tend to get defensive. But please consider 
that God may have been speaking through 
some of those people, and ask yourselves if 
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some of their statements might not be true. 
I know that I myself changed a lot after 
making Jesus my Lord and that the change 
only came gradually, because it’s so difficult 
sometimes to see how wrong your own ideas 
can be. But I think you’re right about reach- 
ing people who are not saved—and that 
Jesus definitely had a sense of humor. 
— Lottie Holland 
Waco, Texas 


I first saw Larry Flynt on The Phil 
Donahue Show, and | thought he was great. It 
took an awful lot of courage for him to get 
up there in front of America and listen to 
what the people had to say. I’m on his side 
all the way. 

I’m an avid reader of HUSTLER and have 
been since Day One. I think it’s great that I 
have the choice to read what I wish and that 
you have the right to print what you see fit. 
I have a 17-year-old daughter, and while | 
don’t let her read each issue, I don’t think 
the articles on abortion and child abuse 
would harm her at all. 

It’s good to see Larry Flynt stand up for 
our rights, and with all our prayers maybe 
soon he’ll stand up for real. God bless all of 
you in your fight for our rights. 

—Sherrill Findley 
Harker Heights, Texas 


I am a 20-year-old woman who never 
thought she’d be writing to HUSTLER or 
any other magazine, but I was reading Feed- 
back in your March issue, and it really pissed 
me off! 

Why those letter-writers said HUSTLER is 
degrading to God and mankind is beyond 
me. Just because I buy and read a magazine 
doesn’t mean I’m any less a Christian. Even 
if people don’t like the magazine, no one is 
forcing them to buy it. And I find it hard to 
believe that in our day and age Larry Flynt 
would have to pay so dearly for printing ink 
on a piece of paper. 

We can’t let narrow-minded, prejudiced 
people decide what we can read and write, 
or our Constitutional rights won’t mean shit. 
Love you, Larry. —K.C, 

Address Withheld by Request 


Free Thinking: I am very concerned about 
freedom of the press and of the private citi- 
zen in this country. The past editorials of 
Larry Flynt have really got me thinking, and 
I would like to know if there is a way I could 
communicate with people who feel the way I 
do. Also, do you know how I can obtain the 
mailing addresses of our congressmen? 
—Joseph Rolle 
Trevose, Pennsylvania 


Request a copy of the Congressional Directory 
from the Superintendent of Documents, U.S. 
Government Printing Office, Washington, D.C. 
20402. 


I would like to jump on your First 
Amendment bandwagon because living here 
in Tennessee with some of the biggest hypo- 
crites in the country sure isn’t easy. 1 was 
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From the mystical, sensual East, 
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4 sexiest new imported product of the year from / 

f : ‘Doc’ Johnson. Be the first to own the new ‘Doc’ , | 
A Johnson 8'," multi-speed vibrator for the ultimate ed 


turn on. This powerful, quiet vibrator gives a choice 
of six sexy screw-on heads, which will give you six 
imaginative sensations. This advance in the sexual 
technology of the Far East, comes complete with 
its own set of batteries ready to drive you and 
your lovers to new heights of sexual delight. 
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P.O. Box 67068 « Los Angeles, CA 90067 


prompted to subscribe to your magazine 
when the May and June issues of HUSTLER 
were withheld from local newsstands. I 
picked up the June issue in another city, and 
suspect what the censor didn’t like (of 
course) was the black-and-white photo- 
spread you ran. Who said the South isn’t 
prejudiced? 

Even though I don’t necessarily agree 
totally with all that you print, whether or not 
1 like it should remain my decision, not that 
of some invisible asshole. 

—Name and Address 
Withheld by Request 


Suggestive Letters: In no way would | 
knock your high-class magazine. But why 
don’t you run a photo-set with a black girl 
and a white man? Or how about having one 
of your great articles deal with marijuana? 
—Bill Swan 

Hillcrest Heights, Maryland 


You asked for them. Watch coming issues. 


I’ve been a long-time reader of your 
magazine, mainly because of the sexy legs, 
feet and shoes of your models. I’m a foot fet- 
ishist, so could you please have your photog- 
raphers put more emphasis on the models’ 
feet in your next issue and maybe have them 
wear some really sexy thongs or slippers? 

—J. Collins 
San Diego, California 


Grand Canyon Cunts: Congratulations on 


a well-organized and interesting magazine, 
without a doubt the funniest filth in exis- 
tence. You guys are really nuts! 

I find, however, one flaw that denies 
you your Oscar. The broads featured in 
HUSTLER look like slaughterhouse tramps 
with canyon-size twats better fit for a medi- 
cal journal. But the rest of HUSTLER makes 
up for this deficiency and still gives you 
top honors on the newsstand. 

— Mark Rauber 
Houston, Texas 


Walting For Butch: I have been reading 
HUSTLER for three years, and I would like 
you to do a photo-feature coupling Butch 
the Naked Waiter with a black girl. Call it 
“Butch and the Soul Sister.” Also, why 
haven’t you done a feature with John 
Holmes? — Margeret Dunn 

Rockingham, North Carolina 


Butch and his Georgia Peach appeared in BEST 
OF HUSTLER #2. A feature with John “The 
Wadd” Holmes ran in our June 1975 issue. 


Sexy Seniors: Larry Flynt’s Publisher's 
Statement “Fifth Birthday” in the July issue 
is a zinger and zeroes in on exactly why I 
subscribe to your magazine. As a senior citi- 
zen, I must keep a neat and tidy image, so I 
don’t leave HUSTLER laying around on my 
coffee table at home. 

I do feel, however, that it’s a perfect 
catalyst and safety valve for many who have 
been brainwashed with the idea that any- 
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thing on a human being below the navel is 

carnal and sinful. We repress our young peo- 

ple at the peak of their sexual lives in the 

same manner that judges and juries have 
repressed Larry Flynt. 

Talk about a travesty of justice! 
—Glenn Generaux 
Northridge, California 


Dream Beaver: | want to thank you for 
making my dream come true in your BEST 
OF HUSTLER #4 Beaver Hunt section. You 
showed a picture of Virginia Wagner, a very 
lovely and sexy-looking lady I’ve wanted to 
see nude for years. I'll keep her picture for- 
ever. Please keep making men like me happy 
with your Beaver Hunt. —Earl Jones 

Richmond, Virginia 


Lusting and Trusting: | write this letter 
out of concern for the Pure Bride of the Holy 
God/Man Jesus Christ (meaning His 
Church) and out of concern for Larry Flynt. 
I have been following the news reports about 
his religious experience and the direction of 
his magazines. Many have prayed that his 
experience would be genuine and would 
give glory to God. 

I am led to make known to him some of 
the principles contained in the Word of God, 
for I notice that he is still involved with 
HUSTLER and pornography. 

Jesus, who died for our sins so that no one 
need be punished in hell, stated, “I say to 
you, that every man who looks at a woman 
lustfully has already committed adultery 
with her in his heart” (Matthew 5:28). This 
does not say that sex is bad. Sex is good and 
established by God for procreation and as a 
pleasurable expression of true love between 
a husband and a wife. But sex or sexually 
stimulating material outside of marriage is 
mental or physical lusting, and is adultery 
deserving God’s anger and wrath. 

I write these things not as one who is 
superior, but as a sinner who has been for- 
given by trusting in the blood shed by Jesus 
at Calvary. I am now striving by His Grace 
to be like Him. 

There is no doubt: God says that por- 
nography is immoral and is next to prostitu- 
tion. God has no part in such things and 
neither do His children (please read careful- 
ly 1 Corinthians 6: 9-20). 

—The Reverend John R. Emmans, Pastor 
Church of the Open Door 
Fort Washington, Pennsylvania 


Looking For Work: I’m an avid reader of 
both CHIC and HUSTLER because they are 
the most honest magazines on today’s mar- 
ket. The reason I am writing is to point out 
that a cartoon in the July HUSTLER already 
appeared in the June ’77 issue of CHIC. If 
you’re that understaffed, consider this letter 
an application for a job. 

— Anthony Nassaney 

Van Nuys, California 


We liked the cartoon so much, we felt that 
HUSTLER readers who missed it in CHIC should 
get to see it here too. e 


World News Roundup 
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Mind-fucking may be a lot more than a figure of speech, according to a 
New York doctor who reports that several of his patients experienced temporar 
amnesia after sex. Luckily, the forgetful copulators became themselves again 
after a day's time and usually did not suffer any further loss of memory. Medical 
researchers are at a loss to explain just exactly what happened. 


Women would rather fuck around with books than with guys, if you can believe 
the findings of a survey of couples taken in a Southeastern city. The poll, which 
asked couples what they preferred to do with their free time, showed women ranked 
reading first, with sex barely nosing out "sewing for leisure" for second place. 
Men, however, rated screwing as their first preference, revealing they'd rather 
have their nose buried in something a little softer--and a lot more interesting-- 
than a dictionary. 


For those of you fed up with doctors who only seem to be on time for their 


golf games, take heart: At least one American has fought back by charging his 


physicians for time wasted in the waiting room. Surprisingly, a judge in Boston's 
Small Claims Court upheld one pissed-off patient's argument that his time had an 


equal value to that of the physicians. As one impatient patient remarked, 
"Americans are sitting cheek to jowl in crowded waiting rooms because the American 
Medical Association--the world's most malicious union--wants it that way." 


Vice may not be nice, but San Francisco Supervisor Harry Britt thinks cops 
have better things to do than snoop into the private sex lives of consenting adults. 


So Britt has called for the elimination of the Police Department's vice squad, 
arguing that the taxpayers’ money is better-spent preventing crimes that have victims. 


At least someone still takes seriously the old cliche about "keeping it in 


the family." In fact, 22-year-old Mark Goodman took it so seriously that he 
married his 78-year-old step-grandmother a year ago. The couple have just celebrated 


their first anniversary without any regrets. In response to a question about his 
odd romance, Goodman told an interviewer, "Society puts a parameter around marriage, 


but what does age have to do with it? It has nothing to do with love." The only 
subject Goodman will not talk about is the couple's sex life. 


Last month HUSTLER told you about the unlucky fellow who had his prick 
sliced off accidentally during a supposedly "routine" operation. This month's 
story is about a much happier medical miracle. French doctors have sewn back on 


the family jewels of a 21-year-old mental patient in what is believed to be the 


first successful reattachment of both penis and testicles. The patient, who had 
whacked himself off in the middle of a schizophrenic crisis, is reportedly capable 


of a normal sex life...but is sterile! 


In_ 1932 nearly 600 black men were tricked into being guinea pigs for a deadly 


government-sponsored syphilis study in Tuskegee, Alabama. Over the course of the 
40-year experiment treatment was withheld from 400 syphilis victims--all poor 


black men who were never informed they had the disease--so doctors could satisfy 
their twisted curiosity as to the effects of the untreated disease on the human 

body. Now time is running out for the last 23 victims, who face the deadline for 
filing a claim against the federal government, which agreed in 1974 to pay $9 million 
to survivors and to relatives of those who died .@ 
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here are two basic 


dumb ones and 
smart ones. Dumb 
assholes can’t help it; smart 
ones can. An obvious con- 
clusion, therefore, is that 
smart assholes are worse 
than dumb ones. Why? Be- 
cause the intelligent ones are 
assholes on purpose. 

While we’ve named some 
real dummies as Assholes of 
the Month, most of our 
award-winners have 
received the honor because 
they have intentionally 
turned themselves into ass- 
holes. This month’s Asshole, 
Paul Schrader, is one of the 
smarter bungholes to grace 
this page. 

Schrader is an intelligent, 
creative man. He has written 
screenplays for several films, 
including Taxi Driver, and 
he both wrote and directed 
the recent movie Hardcore 
(reviewed in X-Rated Re- 
views, August). He displays a 
fine understanding of the 
artistry of film, and he cer- 
tainly has a good grasp of 
what sells and what doesn’t. 

But Paul Schrader further 
displays a perverted sense of 
fake morality, which ruins 
his two best films, Taxi 
Driver and Hardcore. Worse 
than that, he knowingly cre- 
ates emotional propagan- 
da of the sleaziest sort. 
The reason we’re naming 
Schrader Asshole of the 
Month is because much of 
that propaganda is aimed 
against sex in general 
and against HUSTLER in 
particular. 

He also evidences an 
alarming belief that violence 
is the solution to all the 
world’s problems. Moral 
problems presented in Taxi 


types of assholes: 


ASSHOLE 


OF THE MONTH 


Driver and Hardcore are 
solved with outbursts of vio- 
lence, of shooting, of killing. 
In this respect Schrader is 
not unlike Adolf Hitler, who 
believed that his sick ends 
justified the murderous 
means he used to achieve 
them. 

A naive viewer of Hardcore 
might well come away with 
the belief that the world is 
going to hell in a handbasket 
and that the “‘sex industry” 
is some sort of hell on earth. 
Hardcore promotes a vision of 


Paul Schrader 


California as a place where 
commercial sex—including 
massage parlors, adult 
movies and S&M _ parlors— 
has replaced all “normal” 
human endeavors. 

George C. Scott portrays 
Jake VanDorn, a member of 
a sexually repressive, 
Calvinist religion in Michi- 
gan who is seeking his 
daughter among the 
denizens of Schrader’s sleazy 
world of sex. VanDorn 
represents, in Schrader’s 
twisted mind, all the forces 


of good and of morality. 
Everyone else is some sort 
of demon trying to corrupt 
his lovely daughter (who 
has, in fact, left home be- 
cause she’s tired of the re- 
pressive environment). 

VanDorn saves the girl 
from death in a “snuff” 
film—a mythical type of 
movie in which someone is 
actually killed. There used 
to be rumors about such 
flicks, but they have been 
proven false. Knowing this, 
Schrader nonetheless uses 
the concept of snuff films to 
point out just how “horri- 
ble” pornography is. 

At one point VanDorn 
walks along the Sunset Strip 
in Los Angeles and stops for 
a moment in front of a 
billboard. This billboard 
(which actually stood on 
Sunset a year ago) reads: 
HUSTLER, For Those Who 
Think Pink. 

This is a completely gra- 
tuitous attempt to link 
HUSTLER with Schrader’s 
make-believe world of snuff 
movies and a society turning 
into some sort of satanic 
underworld. It’s a lie on ev- 
ery level, and it’s stupid to 
boot. Schrader, in other 
words, has taken a very real 
and serious subject and dis- 
torted it beyond our belief | 
and beyond the belief of 
anyone who’s ever visited an 
adult-book store, viewed an 
X-rated movie or read 
a men’s magazine such as 
HUSTLER. This is more 
than slipshod; it’s shabby. 

Paul Schrader has a talent 
that he could use to 
enlighten as well as to enter- 
tain. It’s too bad that he has 
chosen the path of the ass- 
hole. He could do so much 
more. 
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Rock ’n’ 
Roll Over 


This shapely lady’s life is 
usually on the rocks, but 
that’s to be expected; she’s 
America’s first and only Pet 
Boulder trainer. Here you see 
her working out with one of her 


clients, who just fall to pieces 
when they’re taken for granite. 
All the guys out there should 
understand that, since you 
know how important it is to get 
your rocks off. : 


Gentlemen 
Prefer 
Haynes 


Going out on the town without 
snazzy underwear can be a real 
drag for fashion-conscious 
transvestites, so it’s no surprise 
to us that this darling pan- 
tyhose-and-bra set is the new 
hit among swish style-setters. 
The outfit is just perfect for a 
night out with the boys, or even 
a quiet evening in your own 
homo. 


Little 
Fucker 


The trouble with being a 
HUSTLER Smut Midget is that 
every time you sweet-talk one 
of the secretaries into the back 
room, you have to find someone 
to put you up to it. However, 
our Executive Editor, Lee 
Quarnstrom, says it never 
bothered him. A precocious lad, 
Lee says he began experiment- 
ing with sex before he was two 
years old. ‘‘I’m double- 
jointed,” he confesses, “so I 
started out fucking the soft spot 
on top of my head.” 


Beating the food shortage is no 
laughing matter, so when her 
husband told our thrifty home- 
maker that her tits looked good 
enough to eat, she took him at his 
word. She also can’t understand 


why everybody makes such a big 
deal these days about breast- 
feeding, since ‘‘they’re so easy to 
prepare.” And with knockers like 
hers, this housewife’s got plenty 
for leftovers. 


French 
Zoom-bies 


These strange and beautiful 
scenes are brought to you by a 
French magazine called Zoom. 
The publication features stun- 
ning photography, ranging 
from new photos snapped 
around the world to some of the 
best erotic art we’ve seen in a 
long time. Zoom also offers its 
readers in-depth articles on the 
latest breakthroughs in photo- 
graphic technology, although 
you’re out of luck in that de- 
partment unless you are fluent 
in French. But as the saying 
goes, one picture’s worth a 
thousand words, 


Peter Bread 


This latest surprise from Betty 
Cocker comes straight from the 
old lady’s oven. And, like they 
say, it’s at yeast as much fun to 
make as it is to eat. 


It may take more than they bar- 
gained for, but gays who want 
to go straight now have a 
chance to stiffen up those 
wrists. Pioneer sex researchers 
Masters and Johnson have 
reported a 65-percent success 
rate in reversing homosexuality 
among swishes wanting to 
make the switch—far better 
results than ever achieved be- 
fore. The pair also found that 
the sexual problems of gays in 
general can often be effectively 
treated in two weeks of inten- 
sive therapy. Now that’s a 
thwell idea! 


Sticks and stones may break 
his bones, but ballpoint pens 
won’t hurt him—or so say the 
guardians of this 500-year-old 
Filipino mummy. They’ll let 
you autograph his skull for a 
price. This smiling beauty is 
straight out of a new maga- 
zine called Geo, sort of a hip 
version of National Geographic. 
Geo features the same stun- 
ning nature and location 


photography you find in the 
Geographic, but with snappier, 
more critical writing. Articles 
in the first issue range from 
tracking cheetahs over the Af- 
rican plain to tracking loons 
in L.A. The folks who put out 
Geo are trying to discredit the 
idiotic cliche that good writ- 
ing can only come in an ugly 
package, and they’re off to a 
damn good start. 


Eager @ 
Beaver 


This little furry critter decided 
it was time for a_beaver-to- 
beaver talk, so he sat down to 
relax with a copy of HUSTLER. 
Leave it to a beaver to know 
quality when he sees it. As far 
as we know, he likes the whole 
magazine, although we’ve 
heard that Beaver Hunt makes 
him kind of nervous. 


Fighting cavities has never been 
so appealing before, thanks to 
EVA, the new toothbrush that 
gives guys something to really 
sink their teeth into. Parents 
won’t have any more trouble 
getting Junior to brush his 
teeth (if he can get his tooth- 
brush away from Dad, that is). 
When asked if the firm plans on 
producing something for ladies 
to stick in their mouths, a com- 
pany spokesman replied, 
“Someone greater than us has 
already taken care of that.” 
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Agents of a secret Ku Klux 
Klan semi-intelligence force are 
shown here doing their part to 
rid the South of the gay black 
Communist menace. Specially 
trained Klansmen are traveling 
incognito (in decorator bed- 
sheets, so as not to stand out) to 
street corners throughout the 


Hot Lips 


Can your wife or girlfriend tie 
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Klan Plan 007 


Southern states, trying to worm 
their way into the confidence of 
suspicious-looking dark people 
with limp wrists and Russian 
pen pals. So far the Klan hasn’t 
had much luck destroying the 
conspiracy, although several of 
its agents have been arrested for 
impersonating a bed. 


her twat in a knot? We found a 
girl who could, and you'll see 
her featured in next month’s 
HUSTLER. Better knot miss it! 


Condom 
Mint 


The latest candidate for screw- 
ball gift of the year is the con- 
dom calling-card, created by 
Maryland crazy Stu Lieber- 
man. On one side of the foil 
package—which actually con- 
tains a condom—you get a 
stupid yellow happy face, while 
printed on the reverse is any 
one of dozens of snappy, 
wiseass sayings. Lieberman will 
also print custom slogans, so if 
you’ve been looking for a really 
different kind of business card, 
look no more. For a sample and 
catalog, send $2 to Condom 
Calling Cards (P.O. Box 4206, 
Silver Spring, Maryland 
20904). 


Belles of 
the Ball 


This moment of Technicolor 
lust is brought to you by the hot 
new disco-jazz group Saint Tro- 
pez. Their album Belle de Four, 
which is French for something, 
is disco-slick, relying on nearly 
a full orchestra and tight har- 
monies to keep all the would-be 
Travoltas twitching their asses. 
We haven’t caught them live 
yet, but if they move half as 
well as they look, it'll be stand- 
ing-room only for the next 100 
years. 


Cast Party 


Managing Editor Jim Heinisch 
decided the HUSTLER staff was 
due for some ass-kicking; as 
usual, Heinisch got carried 
away and tried to beat the shit 
out of his desk. Doctors are fair- 
ly certain they can save the leg, 
but are worried they’ll have to 
castrate the little sucker. How- 
ever, Heinisch hasn’t used his 
pecker since 1962, so he prob- 
ably won’t even miss it. 


Greasy 
Kid Stuff 


A lot of us have seen those old- 


fashioned Hummel figurines of 


milkmaids and farmboys sitting 
on Granny’s knickknack 
shelves. But we’re pretty sure 
no self-respecting grandma 
would collect this demented 
display of Donny and Marie, 
sent to us by artist William 
Tunberg. Now we finally know 
how the two Osmond clones get 
their act together—they keep in 
real close contact in their free 
time. 


We hear that transsexual An- 
gela Lynn Douglas is doing just 
that—to the tune of $1 mil- 
lion—because we published “a 


copywritten [sic] photo of her 
without permission” in June’s 
Bits & Pieces. It seems she was 
particularly upset that we used 
the “bad” photograph of her 
seen below, and sent us the 
charming snapshot pictured 
above, showing her “preparing 
to do battle with Althea Flynt.” 
Before the war starts maybe we 
should get the facts straight: All 
we published were pictures 
from Sex Change, a magazine 
promoted by Angela that 
details her transformation from 
Douglas Car] Czinki into 
whatever she is today. We com- 
mented on it like we comment 
about everything else, and 
thought we were doing her a 
favor with all the free publicity. 


But it seems you just can’t 


please some people. 


x i 


1] . : & 
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This horny old goat from 
Fulton County, Georgia, heard 
the other call of nature and de- 
cided to put the nearest pussy 
between a rock and a hard 
place. Unfortunately, the 
charges for that call were what 
you might call fucking steep; 
he’s currently serving time in 
the Fulton County jail for fool- 
ing around with Mother 
Nature. 

This nature-fuck is courtesy 
of Pirate magazine and is pretty 
lightweight stuff compared to 
what usually runs in those 
pages. The kinky Swedish mag 


Pet Asshole 


we 


- 


r 


features “erotogra- 
phy,” a fancy word for lots of 
hot pussy fucking everything 
but the kitchen sink. There’s 
also a good collection of golden- 
shower scenes for fans of water- 
sports. 

The text for these uncen- 
sored photos is in German and 
French as well as English, but 
the writing isn’t going to make 
you forget Shakespeare. For 
information contact Private 
Press AB (Box 17079, S-104, 62 
Stockholm 17, Sweden), or 
check at adult-book stores in 
your area. 


hard-core 


Another asshole product has hit 
the market, only this one really 
lives up to its name. You just 
stick your favorite photo of the 
lucky winner in the appropriate 
location and ship it off to him 
or her. The best thing about it 
is that even real stupid people 
get the message, so your friends 
should have no problem. We 
started our own alphabetical 
list down here at the magazine, 
but we ran out of paper before 
we finished the A’s. The 
““World’s Greatest” award can 
be ordered from D&K 
Novelties (P.O. Box 2099, San- 
ta Cruz, California 95062). 
Enclose $3.95 plus $1 for 
postage and handling—and 
California residents are 
requested to add 6% sales tax. 
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Kiddie 


If you’re tired of pissing 
away your hard-earned bucks 
on sheets for a bed-wetting kid, 
then Kiddie Litter is just the prod- 
uct for you. It’s absorbent, deodor- 
ized and biodegradable. And it’s 
also good for adults who are full of 
shit. 


This is one cracker we’re sure 
you wouldn’t mind eating in 
bed, especially if you got to lick 
up the crumbs. But if you’re 
one of those who prefer doing 
it doggy-style, then animal 
crackers would be your thing. 


Hanging 
Around 


People seem to get hooked on 
the strangest little hobbies these 
days. This swinger from PFI 
Quarterly is trying to get in 
touch with the Great White 
Spirit through the ancient prac- 
tice of hanging by piercing— 
sort of a primitive version of 
long-distance dialing. Once you 
get past the pain, you’re sup- 
posed to reach new heights of 
spiritual ecstasy. Eskimos do it, 
Hindus do it, and even a now- 
extinct American Indian tribe 
did it. That’s probably why 
they all vanished. 


Pid 
2 
Answering our call for “Million 
Dollar Mommas” (Bits & Pieces, 
May), John Alexander at Ley- 


land, Inc. (317-A Wise Avenue, : 
Baltimore, Maryland 21222) ¥en 


sent us a book about Marie, eae 


who bears a startling resem- 

blance to Marie Osmond 

except for one little differ- 

ence—this one has a cunt. This | Inner city scuba-diving is the | sas City diving club, “The 

girl, he says, has the fantasy of | Midwest’s fastest-growing | Scumettes.” It sounds like pret- 

someday performing with the | watersport, mostly because | ty shitty work to us, and club 
oceans are hard to come by ina | members themselves seem to 
wheat field. The smiling geek | agree that no one comes out 

above is a tour guide for a Kan- | smelling like a rose. 


Mormon Tabernacle Choir. 
You can order Marie from Ley- 
land, Inc., for $5. 
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Update 


ANITA 
She doesn’t know it, but this Ro fare 
horny honey doesn’t have a aera y 
prayer of getting any action out se just soak 
of this little fellow, whose sex eep a goo 


asshole down. 
In Asshole of the 
Month HUSTLER suggested 
that Anita Bryant should 
switch from orange juice to 
prune juice and purge herself of 
her excess shit. Instead, she 
must have developed a taste for 
lemon juice, because her anti- 
gay crusade is beginning to sour 
into Americana fanaticism. In 
September, Anita will launch a 
syndicated radio show mixing 
interviews, pop songs, hymns 
and Scripture readings. She’ll 
also star in a 90-minute TV 
special to be taped at Gettys- 
burg, Valley Forge, West Point 
and in the Oklahoma church 
where she sang as a child. 


life slowed down considerably 
after he died 2,500 years ago. 
But maybe if she prays hard 
enough, he’ll be reincarnated as BS 

a vibrator. ‘ 


BILLY 
= CARTER 
these days, especially if they | the age of sexual consent from | August 1978 
Child’s Play live in New Jersey? While | 16 to 13 and making sex be- | We made Billy 
reforming the state’s rape code, | tween even-younger children | Carter our Ass- 
Have you noticed that children | the New Jersey legislature | legal if there is less than four | hole of the 
are growing up faster than ever | approved a provision lowering | years difference in their ages. | Month for 


spouting dangerous bullshit 
about having goons out looking 
to beat up Larry Flynt just 
seven weeks before Flynt was 
shot down in Georgia. Now 
America’s loudest mouth has 
admitted to being an alcoholic 
following a seven-week stay at 
the U.S. Naval Hospital in 
Long Beach, California. How- 
ever, Carter has still refused to 
apologize for his nonstop 
stupid-ass comments during the 
last few years, including the 
Flynt remarks and some anti- 
Semitic slurs that crept into the 
press. [See This Is Your Life, 
th | Carter, beginning on page 
51. 


When the new law became pub- 
lic, it sparked a huge protest as 
parents began worrying about 
their kids getting caught up in 
scenes like this one from Zoom 
magazine. Under intense 
pressure the state moved the 
age of consent back to 16. 
And that’s really a shame, 
because all the law did was le- 
galize the natural and healthy 
urge of children to experiment 
sexually. It’s far better that lit- 
tle Johnny and little Mary dis- 
cover their sexuality together 
than at the hands of some 
molester—the kind of person 
you produce when you try to 
repress natural sexual instincts. 


—— 
Contributors 77.752 51% 
interesting visuals and 
stories for Bits @ Pieces. We buy all rights to material 
accepted for publication, but will return art on ke 
(enclose a stamped, self-addressed envelope). For Septem- 
ber, $100 and thanks to Ferry Aibel, Ron Kershner, John 
- a William McGowan, Bunny O'Hare and 
“But she asked me to eat her! William Tunberg. & el ; 
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Send me______ Ms. Black Love Doll(s) and ___ Love, Love Doll(s) @ $29.95 ea. 
plus $2.00 postage and handling first item; $1.50 ea. additional item. 
(Add appropriate Sales Tax.) 


Please print Total enclosed $___ 


Name 

Address 

City Zip 

Signature | am of legal age 


Enclosed is my _. cash __ check |_ money order Tediral TT Tclarcl tl ote 
or charge to my |) VISA _) MC ELIT Ltt Tas eH 


P.O. Box 67068 « Los Angeles, CA 90067 
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Advise @ Consent is a column that answers a wide 
range of reader-submitted questions, including sexual 
hang-ups, physical and mental hygiene, personal safety, 
legal rights, etc. Advise & Consent is solely an educa- 
tional feature and is not intended to replace the advice 
of a physician or attorney. If you have a question on any 
topic, address your correspondence to: HUSTLER Maga- 
zine, Advise & Consent Editor, 2029 Century Park 
East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, California 90067. 


Edited by Vicki Scott 


Sisters: | am a 14-year-old girl who has 
always had a strong sexual attraction to 
other girls, and it’s starting to worry me. A 
few months ago my sister offered me $5 if I’d 
suck her pussy. Not only did I do it to her, 
but I’ve been doing it to all my friends since 
then, Lately I’ve been doing it for free. Does 
this mean I’m a lesbian? —J.Y. 

Arvida, Quebec, Canada 


Taking or not taking money for any sex act is not 
what determines your sexual orientation. That 
only constitutes prostitution. You're too young to 
be pigeonholing yourself as a lesbian. What 
you've been into so far seems to be a form of 
experimentation, a learning process. 

Try not to form permanent attachments for 
either men or women. Give yourself some time to 
experience all the things life has to offer. From 
10% to 20% of all adult women have had a les- 
bian experience at one time or another. But most, 
research shows, have gone on to lead heterosexual 
lives. Give yourself some time to grow. 


Self-Help: I am a 31-year-old male who 
masturbates at least once a day. I am inter- 
ested in finding out new masturbation tech- 
niques, and would like to know if you have 
any suggestions to offer. —J.C. 

Sunnyvale, California 


There are more ways to masturbate than you can 
shake your stick at. You can change the pressure 
you normally use—try a feathery stroke rather 
than a hard grip. Change the area you stroke— 
for example, just the glans rather than the entire 
shaft. Use anal stimulation, employing a finger, 
dildo or vibrator. Some men prefer to masturbate 
in different places (for example, the bathtub or 
shower). Experiment with different lubricants or 
substances to rub against or into—a feather 
pillow, a towel, a bowl of Jell-O or even a love 
doll or artificial vagina. And don’t neglect your 
fantasies—masturbation needn't be experienced 
solely through your senses. Use erotic photos or 
passages from erotic literature and envision your- 
self in each scene. 

Masturbation can also be ‘“‘mutual’’—your fe- 
male partners can use the same techniques on you 
that you use on yourself. And for a method that’s 
really rare you might try to discover whether or 
not you're one of those two or three men out of a 
thousand who are able to contort themselves so 
that they can suck themselves off Anything you 
want to do or try is quite all right so long as 
there's no possibility of harming yourself. 


Horny Swabby: I[’m out in the middle of 
the North Atlantic on one of the Navy’s 
greatest vessels. While I’m sailing the seven 
seas, my wife is home pregnant. She wrote 
me a letter saying that she will be in her 
seventh month when I get home and that we 
won't be able to have intercourse until one 
month after she gives birth. I would like to 
know why two such horny people as we’ll be 
should have to wait. —J.N. 

Mayport, Florida 


Unless your wife’s doctor has warned her against 
sexual activity because of some possible complica- 
tions or risk in her particular case, there's no 
reason you can’t engage in at least some form of 
sex during the last two months she is pregnant. 
The biggest problem may be the sheer size of her 
belly. You'll have to work on comfortable posi- 
tions that won't put pressure on her abdomen. A 
rear-entry position with both partners on hands 
and knees works well, as does the ‘‘spoon’’ po- 
sition. Many women can engage in sex until 
a few days before giving birth. Use good judg- 
ment, and when it gets uncomfortable, try mutual 
masturbation. 

For about two weeks after the birth, though, 
your wife will notice a bloody substance called 
lochia, which is the remains of the uterine lining 
and other placental material being broken down 
and discharged from the vagina. She may not be 
particularly interested in sex for a time because 
she may go through a period of depression known 


as postpartum blues. And she may have some pain 
from her episiotomy stitches; the area between the 
vagina and anus often tears when the baby is 
born, and has to be stitched. It usually takes 
about six weeks for the uterus to return to normal, 
and it is best to postpone sex with a new mother 
until she’s had her six-week follow-up exam just 
to make sure everything is OK again. Even then, 
it’s often a matter of good sense. 

Have your wife check back with her doctor to 
be sure there are no special risks. He may simply 
have suggested that waiting period because it is 
the conventional thing to do. 


Too Tight: I am a 2l-year-old single 
woman with a very annoying problem. I 
have a good sexual relationship with my 
lover, but on occasion my pussy won’t open 
up enough to allow penetration. (He has a 
thick cock, and this might be the problem.) 
Most of the time we are successful. But 
sometimes we try every position we can 
think of and he still can’t get it in. What can 
we do? —A.L. 

Normal, Illinois 


The very best suggestion is to relax. Take a few 
deep breaths and let your muscles go limp. If 
you're anxious or tense, the entrance to the vagina 
will also tense up. And trying to then force the 
penis in will only result in more tension. 

Also, be sure that your foreplay has allowed 
you enough time to become well-lubricated. Your 


“There—problem solved.” 
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Last 
more le had cancer 
of the colon-rectum 
than any other cancer. 


And you 
haven't had 
a procto 
lately? 


Procto: an 
everyday way of 
saying proctoscopic 
examination. 

It’s a simple 
diagnostic test for 
cancer of the colon 
and rectum. 

And it helps 
save more lives than 
any other step in 
the checkup. 

So, if you’re 
over 40, you should 
have a procto as 
part of your health 
examination. 

dust think of it 
as a regular part of 
living. 


American Cancer 
Society 


SEPTEMBER HUSTLER 


lover can help stimulate and prepare you with his 
fingers. He might also add a bit of lubrication, 
such as K-Y, to his fingertips. Properly stimu- 
lated and relaxed, any adult vagina can accom- 
modate even the largest penis. 

If, after trying all of these techniques, you 
still have a penetration problem, consult your 
physician. 


Auto-Erotic: | masturbate about six times 
a week. Sometimes I even get blisters on my 
cock. But whenever I have a lady friend 
over, I have trouble getting erect, and I 
think all that masturbation might have 
something to do with it. What can I do? 
—R.A. 
Orlando, Florida 


Masturbation can affect your sex life—if you 
worry about it, But it’s also a good technique for 
learning about your own sexual responses. As far 
as the blisters go, you may be exerting too much 
pressure when you masturbate. You're probably 
missing the softer, moister sensations you get with 
a@ vagina. 

Perhaps you should be more gentle with your 
cock so your nerve endings pick up more subtle 
pressures. And one thing to keep in mind about 
masturbation: Your mind, hand and cock all 
work as one, hand in hand as it were. It’s possi- 
ble to become spoiled by your own hand and to be- 
come too lazy to make the effort to have satisfying 
sexual intercourse with a woman. 


Bare Balls: I’ve always enjoyed the sight of 
shaved pussies. One day I decided to shave 
all the hair from around my balls and cock 
to see how it would look on me. The sight 
turned me on, and it also increased the sen- 
sations I got while fucking. My wife says she 
would rather I let my hair grow back. Do 
you think there are many men who shave 
their genitals? —D.E. 

Chattanooga, Tennessee 


Although it’s not a common practice, it is by no 
means rare. While shaved pubes are quite a turn- 
on for some women (and obviously for you), a cut 
or razor burn on your penis or scrotum would cer- 
tainly be painful. Take great care not to cut the 
many veins and arteries in your groin area. Your 
wife may not mind the bald look as much as the 
scraping of pubic stubble. 


Bloody Best: My sexual urges really rise 
when I’m on my period. My problem is that 
it’s very hard to get my husband to make 
love to me then. I actually have to jump on 
him by the fifth day. What can I do to break 
his shell? —P.M. 

Gary, Indiana 


First of all, find out exactly what your hus- 
band’s reservations are—is it too messy, or does 
he think it’s unhealthy? Sex during your period 
might be slightly messy, but that doesn’t mean, as 
the old traditions had it, that you are “unclean.” 
Netther should he believe that it’s unhealthy for 
either of you to engage in sex at that time; there’s 
no medical reason to believe that. 

There are things you can do to make sex neater 
during that time of the month. Wait a day or two 


after your period starts—the flow won't be as 
heavy. And a simple plastic disposable diaper 
under you will prevent stains. You can use a 
diaphragm, which will hold back the flow. 

You should try to convince your husband of the 
benefits to him. A good orgasm will reduce your 
menstrual cramps and tensions, making you an 
all-round easier person to live with at that time. 
And he wouldn’t have to go horny one week of ev- 
ery month either. 


Dreamboat: Recently I had a wet dream. I 
dreamed I was locked in a large room with 
red-velvet walls. In the center of the room 
was a large bed, and lying on the bed was a 
beautiful naked woman. I went over to her, 
and we made love like I have never made 
love in my life. Two weeks ago I walked into 
a drugstore, and there she was—the woman 
in my dream, working behind the counter. 
Should I go back there and tell her about the 
dream—and probably get a slap across the 
face? Or should I just see what happens? 
—G.C. 
Ellsworth, Maine 


Get to know the lady before you tell her she’s your 
dreamgirl; otherwise she might think it’s just a 
line you're feeding her. Tell her about it at just 
the right intimate moment, though, and it could 
make great fantasy material for both of you. But 
remember —she may look like your dreamgirl, but 
dreams don’t always come true. 


Top-Heavy: | have always heard that 
women like men with big-headed dicks. 
Well, the head of mine is the size of a 
doorknob, and my wife is not too crazy 
about it. Whenever we have sex, we get 
stuck together. The doctor says her pelvis is 
normal, so it may be that our method is at 
fault. Is there a way we can screw without 
this happening? —M. J. 

Jamestown, Kentucky 


Maybe yours is the first true case of “penis cap- 
tivus,” although that seems highly unlikely. Dogs 
and other animals do get “hung up” (as it’s com- 
monly called). The male dog has a bone in his 
penis that allows easy entry before he’s erect; his 
penis then swells inside the bitch, and he can’t 
get free until he ejaculates. Because of anatomical 
differences that doesn’t happen to human beings. 

Your wife’s vagina probably momentarily 
tightens around your penis because of sexual ten- 
sion or muscle spasms. Try using an extra bit of 
lubricant. Or wait until you’ve ejaculated and 
your penis is no longer so stiff before you with- 
draw. This extra time will also give your wife a 
moment to relax her muscles. 


Hormones: When I was ten years old | 
developed an allergy to bubble bath and had 
blood in my urine. The treatment included 
injections in my penis. I’m 19 now and very 
worried about my sexual development. I 
have very little facial and body hair, and my 
penis measures only 1'” soft and 3/2" hard. 
It was recommended that I visit an endocri- 
nologist for a hormonal evaluation, but that 
would be expensive. Do you think those 
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P.O. Box 67068 
Los Angeles, California 90067 


| have enclosed $24.95 each for regular or stiper 
8mm color film. Or | may order any two films for 
$22.95 each, or any four films for $19.95 each. 
(Include appropriate sales tax.) 

(Add $1.00 postage & handling 1st item; 80¢ ea. add'l item) 
PLEASE jo ME THE FOLLOWING FILMS: 


O ACT OF Li O SEX SLA Oe 
O JOHN HOMES & SERENA OLICK MY LOLLIPOP. 
O DAISY CHAI O GETTING OFF ON GINNY 
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Millions of adults watch X-rated 
movies every week, yet the straight 
media have constan. , ignored the 
obvious need to educa e the public 
as to which films are rip-offs and 
which aren’t. HUSTLER’s reviews 
of hard-core erotic films have long 
been regarded as the yardstick of 
the industry. We take this function 
quite seriously, and we will con- 
tinue to keep you abreast of the 
latest adult-film releases, and also 
do our best to spur producers on to 


Serena 


Although the title implies 

that this film is simply a 
showcase for veteran porn mas- 
ochist Serena, it’s actually an 
adaptation of the Cinderella 
tale, albeit top-heavy with les- 
bian and sadomasochistic vi- 
gnettes. The story is the usual 
lame crap, but the film moves 
along well thanks to Serena her- 
self, an attractive supporting 
cast and some good camera 
work. The plot goes like this: 
Cindy (Serena) is the house 
slave to a pack of wicked 
dominatrixes, This is explained 
by an appetizing Eurasian nar- 
rator and “godmother” (China 
Leigh) who likes to rub her 
snatch against her god- 
daughter’s pussy. 

At the onset Serena drops her 
household duties and lacquers 
the edge of a wall with her 
cooze juice while watching a 
statuesque dominatrix (Lotta 
Leggs) force-feed hair pie to a 
handcuffed wimp (Gary 
Baron). Next, she’s called from 
scrubbing the floor to go down 
on the clean-shaven cunt of an- 
other ball-buster (Natasha 
Raphael) while being ass- 
fucked by her real-life loverboy, 
Jamie Gillis. A pail of scrub 
water is then flung over her 
body as a reward for a job well- 
done. 

This, I suppose, leads by 
natural transition to the next 
scene, where she must bathe 
and service her four domina- 
trixes in the shower. Events 


better and better productions. | 


proceed in this manner for 
three-fourths of the film, with 
Serena being generally fucked 
over until the cute Oriental 
“godmother” sends her to the 
“ball.” 

The story, as I mentioned be- 
fore, is a bunch of crap, but it’s 
rendered palatable by the foxy 
cast, which includes (besides 
those mentioned) an attractive 
blonde named Marlene Munroe 
and a bounteous brunette who 
calls herself Norma Gene. 
Moreover, there’s some good 
camera work and composition 
in the final fuck scenes, in 
which the leading lady meets 
her Prince Charming (Paul 
Thomas). 

Thankfully, the soundtrack 
during these scenes is confined 
to oohs, aahs and slurps, thus 
saving the audience’s ears from 
the mostly lame dialogue that 
prevails throughout the rest of 
the picture. 

In conclusion, Serena is a 
must-see for Serena fans and no 
mean deal for all other dyke 
and S&M aficionados. 

—Frank Fortunato 
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‘Serena’ is a must-see showcase for Serena fans and S@M aficionados. 


This hard-on rating guide is based on a quality-for-your-money formula. However, 
since many X-rated films are censored to conform to “local community standards,” 
the movies we review here might not be exactly the version you see. Therefore we sug- 
gest you check with your theater to make sure that you are getting the real thing. 


RATING GUIDE 


ERECTION 
C A constant turn-on. If this won’t get it up, you may be dead. 


THREE-QUARTERS ERECT 
Worthwhile. Almost gets it up. But it can still be beat. 


HALF ERECT 
So-so. Probably get it up with a little help from your fist. 


ONE-QUARTER ERECT 
A poor turn-on. Just might get it up if you used a crane. 


TOTALLY LIMP 
A turn-off. This one couldn't get it up if you used a crane. 


e 

Jack ’n Jill 

For my money director 

Chuck Vincent makes the 
most entertaining films in porn. 
He has a good sense of both hu- 
mor and timing, a good camera 
eye and the ability to render 
fresh interpretations of shop- 
worn themes—which is more 
than I can say for the vast ma- 
jority of his colleagues. His em- 
phasis is on entertainment, and 
while there are plenty of 
imaginative and horny scenes 
in Jack ’n Fill, the sex is often 
nudged aside by the laughs. 
And this is the on/y reason why 
the film doesn’t rate a full 
erection. 

On the male side of the 
ledger Jack ’n Fill stars ex-gay- 
film star Jack Wrangler. This 
marks his third consecutive 
“straight” role, and the boys at 
the local bathhouse are proba- 
bly pining for him. Actually, 
Wrangler is quite good as the 
Jack of the film’s title, and he 
achieves a high degree of lusty 
screen chemistry with Jill 
(Samantha Fox). 

In terms of language the 
opening scene is easily the 
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In ‘Jack ’n Fill’ the emphasis seems to be on humor, not on sex; still, the film does have its hot moments. 


filthiest (and one of the fun- 
niest) I have ever encountered 
in a porn film, Wrangler, 
dressed conservatively, opens 
his door to find an irate, foul- 
mouthed woman in a cheap 
platinum wig. Demanding $50 
for her services, the floozie 
chases him around his apart- 
ment. For ten minutes they call 
each other “cunt,” “faggot,” 
““scumbag,”’ ‘‘cocksucker,”’ 
“shithead,” “douche bag” and 
every other name you can think 
of while simultaneously fucking 
and sucking each other’s brains 
out. Finally, the strumpet whips 
off her wig, revealing herself to 
be his wife, Jill. The entire 
scene had been one of their lit- 
tle marital games. 

The rest of the film is bound 
up with the tired theme of the 
couple’s introduction to the 
swinging life. However, it is a 
credit to Vincent’s filmmaking 
ability that the story remains 
interesting. First, our fun cou- 
ple swing —awkwardly —with 
their best friends, Peter and 
Claire (Eric Edwards and Merle 
Michaels). Next, they answer a 
swingers’ ad and wind up in a 
fiasco of an orgy with a pair of 
screwball actors (Roger Caine 
and Vanessa Del Rio), Their 
idea of theater is to put on a 
sexual exhibition while per- 
forming Romeo and Juliet, and 
this is probably the first and 
last time that Juliet’s lines will 


be read with a heavy Puerto 
Rican accent and end with: 


“Fuck me for Chakespeare!”’ 
The buffoonery/sex mixture 
continues through a series of 
high-energy vignettes, and ends 
with the irrepressible Annie 
Sprinkle performing a rimjob 
on a tied-and-bound Wrangler. 
Jack ’n Fill has its share of hot 
moments. It’s well-worth a 
Visit. —F.F. 


Satin Suite 


If you can make it past the 

opening minutes of this 
film, you’ll probably like it. 
Satin Suite is the story of “Eigh- 
teen Magazine’’ and its 
unscrupulous and ambitious 
editor, Lauren Falconetti 
(Samantha Fox). In the first 
scene a young model named 
Sandra (Heather Young) visits 
Falconetti to apply for a job. 
Lauren immediately calls her 
“a sniveling nothing.” There’s 
no apparent reason for this, 
unless the writer thought it was 
a good line and wanted to get it 
in the script early before he 
forgot it. 

Events progress equally 
haphazardly for a while, and I 
was about to slip down in my 
seat with thoughts of sneaking a 
snooze when the flick turned 
around with some surprisingly 
imaginative bursts of sex. 
Twice as surprising was the 
dialogue, which suddenly 
improved to the point where it 
at least made sense. It’s as if the 
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producers somehow got their 
second wind a quarter of the 
way through the project. 

We soon learn that editor 
Falconetti has clawed her way 
to the top of the magazine busi- 
ness via bribes, deceit and 
blackmail. One interesting 
bribe involves a client whom a 
Falconetti model takes to lunch 
in a car wash. The scene is well- 
edited: As the “hot wax” sign 
flashes, the client shoots a 
copious wad of jism all over the 
limo’s rear seat. 

Deceit is involved when 
Falconetti lures her broken- 
down ex-accountant from his 
flophouse home back into the 
business. Together they plot to 
bilk the company of its finan- 
cial resources. The blackmail 
scene concerns an IRS agent 
(Eric Edwards), who is accosted 
on a Staten Island ferry by an- 
other model (Arcadia). She pre- 
tends to be underage after giv- 


ie: 


‘For Richer, For Poorer’ borrows heavily from Paul Mazursky’s Oscar nominee, 


‘An Unmarried Woman.’ 


ing him a wet and amusing 
blowjob as the boat courses 
through New York Harbor. 
Satin Suite is an honest effort 
with sound production values 
throughout. Apart from the 
shaky beginning, it’s a good 
buy for yourmoney. —F.F. 


For Richer, 
For Poorer 


You have to give Gerard 
(Deep Throat) Damiano 
some credit for making this film. 
Besides being an honest effort, 
For Richer, For Poorer tries to 
convey its narrative with—dare 
I say it?—tasteful eroticism. 
Unfortunately, the story itself is 
a basketful of cliches, and even 
the hard-core sex never really 
hits the mark. The film borrows 
heavily from Paul Mazursky’s 
An Unmarried Woman—a recent 
Oscar nominee that chronicles 
the predicament of a long-mar- 
ried woman suddenly dumped 
by her husband. 
Damiano handles the dump- 
ing sequence in the first several 
minutes of the film. Gina 
(Georgina Spelvin) is having 
dinner with her husband 
(Richard Bolla) when he 
abruptly tells her he’s picking 
up stakes. She swallows this 
news without even a whispered 
“fuck you,” but within a few 
minutes she’s spinning around 
the now-empty house wonder- 
ing what happened. 
Just as suddenly, she lapses 


into a series of lewd fantasies. 
In an artsy-pretentious se- 
quence—with her estranged 
husband as a fantasy guide— 
Gina gets down. First, she 
makes it with a young chick 
dressed in gold spray paint 
(Debbie Revenge), and then 
with her husband while dressed 
as a dominatrix. Finally, the 
golden girl shaves Gina’s 
snatch, and her husband plays 
gynecologist by giving her an 
elaborate internal. 

Despite these incidents, the 
film’s hottest sequence is a gra- 
tuitous blowjob by a good-look- 
ing redhead (Kasey Rodgers) 
on an anonymous pecker. In 


the context of the story this 
blowjob is supposed to be sym- 
bolic of Gina’s needs. However, 
all it really symbolizes is how to 
give good head. 

The remainder of the film 
involves Gina’s new loverboy, 
Andrew (Bobby Astyr), and 
their dancing, cavorting court- 
ship through the streets of New 
York, It’s al] rather sentimental 
and corny. Their lovemaking is 
just that—tasteful, gentle, but 
without much erotic impact. 
Because of this, For Richer, For 
Poorer is a film that you want to 
like but can’t. It remains, 
ultimately, a cliched soap opera 
with some explicit sex. —F. F. 


While the eroticism in ‘Richer/Poorer’ is tasteful, it lacks impact. 


ON THE 


CIRCUIT 


This column lists and rates erotic 
films reviewed in past issues of 
HUSTLER. The films named 
below may currently be showing at 
a theater in your neighborhood. 


Pg “tection 


Babylon Pink 

Bad Penny 

Desires Within Young Girls 
Easy 

MisBehavin’ 

Sex Roulette 


Cag hee Quarters Erect 


A Woman’s Torment 

Anna Obsessed 

Another Love, 
Another Place 

Candy Stripers 

Debbie Does Dallas 

Fiona on Fire 

800 Fantasy Lane 

Happy Holiday 

People 

Pretty Peaches 

Sex World 

The Other Side of Julie 

The Pleasure Palace 


oe Erect 


Black Silk Stockings 
Carnal Games 
China Sisters 
Here Comes the Bride 
Hot Cookies 
Invasion of the 

Love Drones 
Laura’s Desires 
Little Orphan Dusty (Dusty) 
Pizza Girls 
Pussycat Ranch 
Skin Flicks 
The China Cat 
The Little Blue Box 
The New York Babes 
The Senator’s Daughter 
The Untamed 


Cyne Quarter Erect 


Blue Perfume 

From Holly With Love 
Hot Honey 

Hot Lunch 

Hot Rackets 

Nite Bird 


Cy Limp 


Daddy 
Fur Trap 
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BOOKS 


Edited by Michael Stott 


Beauty and 
the Beast 


By Chris Achilleos; a Fireside Book 
from Simon and Schuster; $7.95 

There’s a strong undercur- 
rent of forced bestiality in Chris 
Achilleos’s paintings. His fe- 
male subjects are usually top- 
less, and if they haven’t already 
been banged by some slimy or 
metallic extraterrestrial prick, 
they’re just about to be! Where 
else but in your nightmares can 
your eyes feast upon a big-titted 
Amazon bloodying her sword 
on a creature who’s got the face 
of a crocodile, the buns of a 
man and the hair of Farrah 
Fawcett-Majors? 

Even though Beauty and the 
Beast carries the reader across a 
dreamlike landscape, there’s a 
harsh reality evident in his 
work that’s not as fantastic as it 
seems. The paintings suggest 
that life is a never-ending erotic 
conflict. Achilleos captures the 
frenzy of this eroticism, and 
leaves it up to the viewer to 
figure out the rest. 

In the foreword the artist ad- 
mits that his female creations 
are “pure fantasy, as perfect as 
possible.” Accordingly, even 
the portions of Beauty that hint 
at lesbianism and S&M project 
a fresh-scrubbed innocence 
worthy of Cheryl Tiegs. And 
Achilleos’s women seem very 
level-headed and practical 
about their sexuality. One of 
his beauties is masturbating on 
the back of a giant flying insect, 
another is fingering her nipple 
during a brief respite from the 
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The colorful paintings in 
‘Beauty and the Beast’ 

suggest that life is a never-ending 
erotic conflict. 


man-made slaughter. In short, 
these honeys are pretty spon- 
taneous when it comes to feel- 
ing good, and there’s no reason 
why their enthusiasm shouldn’t 


rub off on you.— Larry McClain 


The Lonely 
Guy’s Book 
of Life 


By Bruce Jay Friedman; Mce- 
Graw-Hill Book Company; $8.95 

“Sex is too important to be 
sloughed off,” observes self- 
appointed Lonely Guy Bruce 
Jay Friedman in his new book. 
‘Never before has so much of it 
been available to so many, 
including the undeserving. It is 
your responsibility, as a Lonely 


The female creations in ‘Beauty and the Beast’ are pure fantasy, 


Guy, and as an American, to go 
out and get some....” 
Friedman is one of the lead- 
ing humor writers in America 
today (he’s been twice pub- 
lished in CHIC, our sister 
magazine), and The Lonely 
Guy’s Book of Life is a fine ex- 
ample of his off-the-wall style. 
Defining the Lonely Guys of his 
title as dudes who “tend to be a 
little bald and look as if they 
had been badly shaken up in a 
bus accident,” Friedman has 
created a hilarious recipe book 
of suggested reactions to the 
grim challenges besetting most 
solitary males. There’s no plot 
to it; the book is essentially a 
collection of smartass observa- 
tions arranged according to 
topic: the apartment, cooking, 
at the beach and, of course, 


with an undercurrent of bestiality. 


“Sex and the Lonely Guy.” 
The book drips with “‘practi- 
cal” advice the way a lonely 
guy’s bathroom sponge drips 
with accumulated hairs. 
“Talcum powder,” he notes, “is 
excellent for after-shower 
grooming so long as you don’t 
snort or swallow it. There is no 
known antidote for swallowed 
talcum powder. The Lonely 
Guy who has it in him will have 
to resign himself to a life with 
powdered internal organs.” 
Friedman advises the Lonely 
Guy to simply be himself 
around women. “If you read 
HUSTLER,” he opines, “don’t 
hide the latest issue in the 
breadbox just because a woman 
is on the way.” But when it 
comes to female orgasms, 
there’s no reason why one 
shouldn’t take the initiative in 
recognizing them: “You can be 
a good friend by helping to spot 
them as they turn up, hollering: 
‘There’s one right there!’” 
There are a few flat moments 
in the book where Friedman 
seems to be working very hard 
to sound spontaneous, but these 
are more than balanced out by 
the many times that his humor 
sneaks up and hits you hard on 
the funnybone. Since one man’s 
giggle is another man’s retch, 
the author wisely includes 
enough punch lines to offer 
something useful to just about 
everybody. — Jack Jardine 


THE 
MAHOGANY TREE 


The Mahogany 
Tree 


By Arthur Prager; Hawthorn 
Books, Inc.; $175 

The odd title of this book 
refers to the antique mahogany 
table that still sits in the Punch 
offices in London, Every Wed- 
nesday for more than a century 
the senior editors and artists 
(together with the occasional 
distinguished visitor— Mark 
Twain, Prince Charles) have sat 
around it in varying degrees of 
alcoholic stupor to plan the 
forthcoming issue. The tabletop 
is carved with the initials of all 
who’ve been invited to sit there; 
yet only 79 sets of letters can be 
found on it—an indication of 
the exclusiveness and longevity 


of the staff. 
Punch began as a protest jour- 


nal dedicated to ‘undying 
opposition to debtor’s prison, 
capital punishment and other 
abuses.” Nevertheless, it has 
always been a humor magazine, 
and continually proves the old 
adage that the best way to 
destroy an antisocial tendency 
is to laugh it into submission. 
Consequently, it is a political 
magazine as well, and has 
suffered the fate of many jour- 
nals throughout history that 
have attacked the powers that 
be: It was temporarily banned 
in Russia, Austria and France, 
and Kaiser Wilhelm II of Ger- 
many once retaliated against a 
joke at his expense by putting a 
price on the editor’s head. 

It took 132 years before the 
word fuck was first allowed to 
grace Punch’s pages; yet the 
original editors were no prudes. 
Prager recreates those early dis- 
cussions around the table from 
diaries kept by the participants. 


especially by Victorian stan- 
dards, and enlivened by jokes 
like the one about the female 
Quaker who was forced to sit 
on a strange man’s lap in a 
crowded horse-bus. ‘‘Friend,” 
she says, ‘Il fear I’ve given thee 
a stiff member.” (Loud laugh- 
ter, and two editors fall drunk 
down the stairs.) 

Now, of course, you'll find 
full frontal nudity in Punch car- 
toons, together with jokes about 
gays, sadomasochists, foot- 
fetishists and Americans. 
(Yanks have been a constant 
target of the magazine ever 
since it came out in favor of the 
South during the Civil War; 
Punch considered the Con- 
federacy the more “gentleman- 
ly” side.) 


The Mahogany Tree is a some- | 


what specialized book, and you 
won’t enjoy it much_ unless 
you’re interested in the history 
of humor and how it’s devel- 
oped over the years. But if that 
is your interest, you'll find the 
book to be an exquisitely writ- 
ten volume containing better 
than 75 cartoons and illustra- 
tions from Punch. Prager has 
told the story of the magazine 
with a fine eye for detail and a 
genuine love of British wit. (Re- 
markable, really, considering 
he’s a Yank!) —M. S. 


Vargas 
By Alberto Vargas and Reid 
Austin; Harmony Books; $14.95 
It’s hard to imagine that the 
familiar soft-toned watercolor 
nudes of Alberto Vargas ever 
aroused the wrath of the 
pious—but it happened. Dur- 
ing the 1940s Vargas’s paint- 
ings were featured monthly in 
Esquire, and they quickly 
became the favorite pinups of 
American GIs overseas. In 
August 1943 the U.S. Postal 
Department issued Esquire a 
summons to show cause why 
the magazine should continue 
to hold a fourth-class mailing 
permit. The Post Office wanted 
to revoke EsguireS permit on 
the grounds of obscenity, and 
what it objected to most strong- 
ly was the monthly Vargas girl. 
It was a heartening example of 
our government protecting the 
morals of the men who’d been 
slogging through rivers of blood 
and mud on Guadalcanal. 
Vargas gives you a chance to 
see what the fuss was all about. 
Alberto Vargas was born in 
Peru in 1896 and came to 
America 20 years later. But it 
wasn’t until he began to paint 
pinups during the ’40s that his 
name became familiar to the 
public. 


They were bawdy meetings, ‘Vargas’ chronicles almost 60 years of knockout pinups from the brush of America’s premier erotic artist. 


Through the ’50s, ’60s and 
70s the Vargas girl shed more 
and more of her clothing, and 
occasionally exposed a glimpse 
of pubic hair. She got younger 
too, especially in her Playboy 
period. Her bust expanded 
noticeably, and her poses 
became less restrained. (Early 
Vargas girls were often pictured 
clutching their breasts. The art- 
ist painted them that way to 
avoid nipple exposure; the 
device had the happy conse- 
quence of making the paintings 
that much more sexual.) 
Today Alberto Vargas is 
America’s premier erotic artist, 
although he no longer works for 
Esquire or Playboy. His book has 
color (although the majority of 
the pictures are in black-and- 
white), and the commentary by 
Reid Austin is readable and 
informative. The girls, from 
1920 until today, are all knock- 
outs. Not only is Vargas’s 
watercolor technique without 
peer in his field, but he has a 
way of capturing facial expres- 
sions and tilts of the head that 
has always made his pinups 
more alive than those of other 
painters. At $14.95, Vargas is a 
bargain. You'll enjoy it whether 
you’re a student of erotic art, or 
just a student of naked ladies. 
— Ben Pesta due 
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ADVISE & CONSENT 
(continued from page 26) 


injections in my penis could have caused my 
present problem? —M.B. 
Atlantic City, New Jersey 


It is doubtful whether penile injections would 
cause such problems. The penis itself has nothing 
to do with the production of hormones or develop- 
ment of sexual characteristics. But the infection 
or allergy you had may have spread from the 
bladder into your testicles—which do produce 
hormones—affecting your sexual growth in 
puberty. It would be wise to go ahead with the 
hormonal evaluation. Ask your employer whether 
you're covered by medical insurance. 


Show and Tell: My wife and I have a very 
happy sex life. But over the past year we 
became bored with our sexual routine and 
wanted to add some spice to it, so we started 
making love in the back row of movie 
theaters. Now we try to have sex in public at 
least once or twice a month. We’d like to 
know if this is normal and wise. —Y.A. 

San Francisco, California 


The nice thing about sex is that it’s portable —it 
goes with you everywhere. It may, therefore, be 
normal to act on your sexual urges in public, but 
it’s not always wise, because society draws a dis- 
tinction between private and public activities. If 
you enjoy the thrill of taking chances, at least 
choose your spot carefully. A darkened theater, 
especially an adult theater, is probably a safe bet. 
On the other hand police have been known to 
draw their weapons on unsuspecting lovers in 
remote “sparking” lots, even in liberalized 
California. Being thrown in jail for indecent 
exposure or public indecency (defined as sexual 
acts or lewd displays occurring “where the con- 
duct may reasonably be expected to be viewed by 
others”) would tend to put a damper on your 
lovemaking. Be careful. 


Liquid of Desire: My wife believes that our 
lovemaking is different from everybody 
else’s. Her orgasm is the most extraordinary 
phenomenon I have ever encountered. 
When she comes she literally floods the bed. 
This hot liquid squirting around my penis 
and balls is a terrific sensation to feel. But 
it’s also thrilling to watch her come; the 
more intense her orgasm the more fluid she 
squirts. The problem is that we can ruin a 
mattress in a couple of weeks. Do you have 
any suggestions? —B.W. 

St. Stephen, New Brunswick, Canada 


Normally, the vaginal walls and the Bartholin’s 
glands do not produce enough moisture to flood a 
bed. It seems more likely that your wife’s intense 
orgasms result in what is called stress inconti- 
nence—a small amount of urine gushes out invol- 
untarily. A gynecologist would be able to tel! your 
wife if this is the case with her, and may be able 
to give some helpful hints. But if you're not all 
that worried about it and don’t want it “cured,” 
you can use rubber sheets under the bedclothes or a 
plastic, zippered “envelope” that stays on the 
mattress permanently. 


For nearly a year a small 
group of middle-class men 
and women has met every 
weekend in Piedmont, an 
affluent San Francisco 
suburb. The group meets for 
one primary function—to 
obtain emotional and sexual 
fulfillment from flagellation. 

I first learned about the 
group from a college ac- 
quaintance who is a member 
and who, for the purpose of 
this report, I’ll call “Isaac.” 
He’s an optometrist, and he 
made arrangements for me 
to attend a few meetings as 
an observer. (At the group’s 
request all names have been 
changed.) 

The meetings take place 
in a spacious, Colonial-style 
six-bedroom house owned 
by a contractor named 
“Andy.” He and his wife 
“Barbara” have three chil- 
dren—a boy aged eight and 
two girls aged 11 and 13. 
The kids spend every Satur- 
day night at the home of an- 
other member who employs 
an overnight baby-sitter. 
The other parents in the 
group make similar arrange- 
ments; all use the excuse 
that it is “bridge night.” 

Andy and Barbara sat 
down with me before the 
first session began and told 
me in detail about the child- 
hood experiences that led 
them to their present way of 
life. Both Andy and Barbara 
were spanked as children, 
Andy by his mother and fa- 
ther, and Barbara by an 
unmarried uncle who lived 
with her family (her father 
died when she was five). These child- 
hood spankings were never severe in 
either case; they continued for Andy 
until he was 14 and for Barbara until she 
was 16. 

For Barbara the sexual aspect of the 
spankings she received from her uncle 
became evident to her shortly after her 
13th birthday. “I was real cute-looking 
then,” she said, “long, coltish legs and 
two blond ponytails. Waiting to be 
spanked one day, I suddenly got this 
delicious, wet feeling between my legs. I 
got goose-pimply all over, and I thought 
I was going to faint.” 

Barbara’s uncle soon became aware of 
the effects his spankings had on the girl, 


Illustration by Ignacio Gomez 


Many sexual pleasures have remained hidden for too long behind the 
doors of fear, ignorance, inexperience and hypocrisy. In keeping with 
HUSTLER’s belief that the repression of natural and healthy 
urges is physically and emotionally damaging, we present this series of 
informative articles to increase your sexual knowledge, to lessen your 
inhibitions and—ultimately—to make you a much better lover. 


THE AFFLUENT 
SPANKERS 


by Michael Stott 
and he began to ritualize the events in 
an effort to accentuate their eroticism 
for both of them. She would have to 
wear his favorite skirt—a loose wrap- 
around made of squared gingham—and 
stand bent-over in the middle of the den, 
allowing him to undress her slowly while 
she kept her buttocks pushed out. After 
he’d lifted up her skirt and folded it 
across her back, he’d pull her panties 
down past her knees, ordering her to 
spread her legs a fraction until her 
calves kept the panties stretched tight. 
He would then stand behind her, lectur- 
ing the girl on her behavior. During this 
waiting period Barbara would 
experience a sensation of tension and 
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suspense that was even more 
pleasurable than the spank- 
ing itself or the. subsequent 
orgasm. It was a feeling of 
shame and helplessness, of 
being completely in the 
power of another. She 
wanted to be spanked, and 
at the same time she dreaded 
the idea. 

After keeping her in 
suspense Barbara’s uncle 
would usually spank her 
with his open palm very low 
down on her buttocks, and 
sometimes even between her 
legs—all the while holding 
her around her young chest 
with his left hand, some- 
times exerting gentle 
pressure on her nipples with 
his finger and thumb. The 
spankings reddened her 
buns considerably but were 
not really brutal, and after 
several minutes she would 
react with a combination of 
violent muscular spasms and 
sobs. At this point he would 
stop the spanking and caress 
her ass cheeks to soothe 
away the pain. Then she had 
to kiss him, ritually and sym- 
bolically —first his hand and 
then his lips. 

Barbara described these 
experiences as intensely 
moving and satisfying—so 
satisfying, in fact, that she 
used to invent fictitious 
misdeeds in order to be 
punished further. 

Barbara and Andy had 
met while attending the 
University of California at 
Berkeley. Barbara had dated 
several men without sado- 
masochistic incident before 
she met Andy. One evening he got mad 
at her for some reason while they were 
sitting in his car. He promptly pulled 
down her panties and belabored her 
buns, and the same evening they made 
love for the first time together, and she 
agreed to marry him. 

Andy’s childhood experiences were 
much less deliberately erotic than Bar- 
bara’s had been. One of two brothers, he 
was sometimes spanked by his mother 
and strapped by his father, a longshore- 
man. But the only time he felt anything 
remotely resembling a sexual sensation 
was when he witnessed the same punish- 
ment being applied to his younger 
brother. 
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Once or twice Andy would try 
halfheartedly to spank the girls he dated 
while in high school, but with no par- 
ticularly erotic results. Then he met Bar- 
bara. From the beginning they used 
spanking and even whipping with a rid- 
ing crop as a prelude to lovemaking. 

It did not occur to them to involve 
anyone else in their private life until a 
year before the time I met them. Bar- 
bara had been visiting Isaac, her 
optometrist, on a professional basis for a 
couple of years, and he had become a 
close family friend. One evening they in- 
vited him over for dinner. After the 
meal, when the children were in bed, 
they all had a little too much to drink. 
Both Andy and Barbara had known for 
some time that Isaac was a homosexual, 
but thought nothing of it. Yet it was not 
until that evening that he admitted to 
his masochistic tendencies. 

At that point the two of them 
stripped Isaac’s clothes off and, giggling 
like kids, began to spank him. Then 
they not only spanked each other in his 
presence, but also phoned up Isaac’s 
boyfriend to come over and join them, 
which he did with great pleasure. After 
that they decided to meet regularly. 

The novelty of these meetings began 
to wear thin after a few weeks, and they 
decided to look for one or two more cou- 
ples. At no time was it suggested that 
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“It's a ten-minute break, Finster! It’s not my problem 
if you can't come in ten minutes!” 


anyone swap partners, and later in the 
group’s history two of the couples who 
swapped wives for the evening were very 
nearly blackballed because of it. 
Similarly, as the group has now become 
quite rigid and formal in its structure, 
no actual sex play or male ejaculation 
takes place in the group setting, unless it 
is accidental. Sex play and orgasm are, 
of course, the ultimate aims of the 
games, but the members retire to the 
privacy of a bedroom for this when they 
have been sufficiently stimulated. 

On meeting nights the members ar- 
rive at Andy and Barbara’s house after 
dinner, at about 8:00 p.m. They go 
straight to the bedrooms reserved for 
them and change clothes. The men wear 
anything from a full suit of pajamas to a 
bikini brief or jockstrap. The women 
wear bikinis (sometimes topless), baby- 
doll nightgowns with matching panties, 
or stripper’s G-strings. 

The couples assemble in Andy’s 
central den around a big, wood-burning 
fireplace. The host collects $10 from 
each couple to cover the cost of inciden- 
tal expenses (liquor, pot, laundry), and 
after 40 minutes or so of relaxation and 
socializing the first game is played. 

Barbara hands each member a paddle 
from a wooden chest of S&M_ para- 
phernalia, and the group forms two par- 
allel lines, each person facing forward, 


one behind the other. Andy, meanwhile, 
has put on a jazz record. 

When the music starts, the person at 
the back of each team runs up to the 
front of the other line and begins to 
crawl through the open legs of the 
opposing team, the members of which 
paddle the crawler’s ass. When the 
crawler has reached the end of this pain- 
ful gauntlet, that person runs up the side 
and becomes the first member of his or 
her own team. At this point the next one 
begins to run, and the first team to be 
standing at attention after all its mem- 
bers have participated is the winner. 
Each loser has to beg a whipping from a 
member of the winning team. In most 
cases the losers pick winners of the 
opposite sex, who take them across their 
laps for a ‘‘victory paddle” that can be as 
long or ferocious as the winner chooses. 
But there is no real brutality. 

Card games are also played, with the 
points or winnings paid off with spanks. 
When all the players are sufficiently 
blistered, they disperse with their 
original partners to the bedrooms. 

Apart from the two homosexual mem- 
bers, the group’s full complement of 
eight couples are married, affluent and 
sober professionals with no outward 
signs of neurosis. Six couples have 
children, and ten of the 16 members 
voted Republican in the last election. 
Most of the married couples believe in 
corporal punishment for their children, 
and are not alarmed by the possibility 
that such treatment might encourage fu- 
ture sadomasochistic feelings in the 
kids. Four couples attend church 
regularly. 

Dr. James Reinhardt, in his widely 
read college-level text Sex Perversions and 
Sex Crimes, maintains that “sadism and 
masochism tend to bring about the de- 
generation of the total personality. ... 
The victims are innocent and helpless 
people....The sadist heeds no warn- 
ings and is insensitive to consequences.” 

Such a general indictment doesn’t 
seem to fit the Piedmont spankers. A/l 
the members of the club agree that they 
are more comfortable with their sex- 
uality than they were before joining and 
that interacting with others whom they 
like and trust has made them feel less 
lonely and isolated. 

The members of the “bridge club” are 
perhaps self-indulgent in their deliber- 
ate and regular pursuit of group sen- 
suality through pain, and they are cer- 
tainly exhibitionistic. But in an age 
where the pursuit of pleasure has be- 
come as frantic and uncontrolled as the 
search for gold in 1849, the comparative 
self-control of the Piedmont spankers is 
noteworthy indeed. 
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“Bad news, Your Eminence. The devil just got saved at a Ruth Carter Stapleton crusade 
and now we’re out of business.” 
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‘The Fall of a Gas 


and Roman Empires 
Eberhard and Phyllis Kronhausen 


Analysis by Drs. 


In an effort to prevent sexual informa- 
tion and sexually explicit material from 
reaching the American public, many 
contemporary moralists and puritans 
carry around with them potato-sackfuls 


of so-called “historical proofs” to the 
effect that promiscuity and immorality 
work to destroy cultures and civiliza- 
tions. It is not enough that these arbiters 
of morality interpret biblical texts to 


meet their own needs; they commit the 
additional sin of teaching false history. 
Whenever in need of “evidence” these 
do-gooders reach into their dusty sacks 
and, after first misinterpreting the facts, 


Illustrations based on engravings in P. F. H. d’Hancarville’s Monuments of the Private Lives of the 12 Emperors (1780) and Monuments 7 the Secret Cult of Roman Ladies (1784). 
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proceed to hurl their half-baked notions 
at thousands of listeners. And by thus 
teaching a false history, they are per- 
petuating those myths that support a 
morality characterized by repression 
and violence. 

One of the moralists’ favorite tidbits 
of misinformation, which it is high time 
to expose, is that “ancient Greece and 
Rome fell because sex and debauchery 
had destroyed the moral fiber of these 
civilizations.” Contrary to what the 
puritans assert, however, historians 
agree that Greece and Rome did not fall 
because of “too much sex” or “the 
wrong type of sex.” In fact, the fall of 
each had nothing to do with sexual mat- 
ters, but did have much to do with 
political corruption, overtaxation, infla- 
tion, devaluation of the currency and, 


last but not least, total exhaustion of 
resources resulting from endless foreign 
wars and internal dissension. Ironically 
enough, the conditions that made these 
great civilizations crumble are threaten- 
ing to destroy our present-day demo- 
cratic government. 

Perhaps an accurate look at the his- 
torical facts will help dispel the myths, 
while pointing out some parallels with 
today’s political and economic prob- 
lems. Let’s look at ancient Greece first. 
Its Golden Age came about after the 
Spartans and Athenians defeated the 
Persians and a peace was arranged 
among the three around 450 B.C. It was 
not Sparta, however, but Athens—its 
rival city-state—that under Pericles 
profited most from the defeat of Persia 
and the subsequent peace. In spite of a 


peace treaty, Athens and Sparta con- 
tinued to compete with each other, and 
it was Athenian aggressiveness and the 
constant rivalry between the two great 
city-states that in the end spelled doom 
for both of them. 

While Pericles was alive, all was fine; 
he understood the political situation and 
was a wise mediator. But no sooner was 
he gone than his successors, feeling that 
imperialism abroad was necessary to 
support democracy at home, began to 
equate might with right. Pericles’s suc- 
cessors broke the nonintervention agree- 
ment with Sparta and began to exert 
pressure on the lesser and weaker city- 
states, using their considerable econom- 
ic influence to establish a system of 
political oppression. 

Inside the Greek city-states there was 
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a “smoldering opposition of rich and 
poor,” to cite one noted authority, that 
only needed a political spark to set 
ablaze open class warfare. Several major 
internal crises occurred, weakening the 
Greek world from within and rendering 
it that much more vulnerable to outside 
enemies, in particular the Persians and 
the Macedonians. 

So the Greek world was first of all 
divided among the rival city-states, 
notably Athens and Sparta, while 
simultaneously there was a dangerous 
division between rich and poor. Third, 
the polarization between the liberal and 
conservative elements of society became 
more extreme. 

For example, one group of intellectu- 
als in Athens (Socrates and his fol- 
lowers) held very personal attitudes. 
They were critical of the direction in 
which Greek society was heading, both 
politically and socially. Their teachings 
attracted the youth, but frightened the 
more traditional and conservative older 
part of the populace. The situation 
somewhat resembled our Nixon years, 
during which ultraconservative political 
demagogues (such as Spiro Agnew), in 
response to the rebelliousness of young 
people in the ’60s, were able to do some 
effective rabble-rousing by appealing to 
popular prejudices and fears of change 
through cheap name-calling (‘peace- 
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niks,” “eggheads,” “effete intellectuals” 
and so forth). 

In Sparta, meanwhile, things were not 
going so well either. Instead of its pre- 
vious unpretentious and austere (hence 
“spartan”) way of life, Sparta gradually 
became luxury-loving and corrupt. Its 
government followed petty and vindic- 
tive policies toward its defeated 
enemies, policies shameful even in the 
eyes of its own people, let alone foreign 
allies. 

By the middle of the fourth century 
B.C. the major Greek city-states were 
politically exhausted. Moreover, while 
the constant wars among them, par- 
ticularly between Athens and Sparta, 
had already weakened the bonds of 
society, the class struggle between rich 
and poor became more widespread and 
acute. The battle cry of the poor called 
for the redivision of land and the abo- 
lition of debts. On the other hand the 
upper classes formed militaristic clubs 
to defend their traditional economic 
privileges. 

During the same century Alexander 
the Great conquered both Greece and 
the Persian Empire. After his death in 
323 B.C. this vast territory was divvied 
up by his generals. The rich of this ex- 
panded Greek world kept getting richer, 
while the poor kept getting poorer, in 
the cities and in the countryside. In the 


“Hey, Marsha! Let’s kick off our shoes, relax and cut some farts!” 


latter wealthy landowners gobbled up 
more and more land, building huge 
estates at the expense of the peasants Gn 
much the same way that today’s giant 
corporation-owned farms are knocking 
the American small farmer right off the 
map). 

Not only was the small-scale individu- 
al farmer unable to compete with the big 
estates that developed, but he was also 
bled to death by taxes. (Sounds familiar, 
doesn’t it?) Greek colonial governments 
grew bigger and bigger, breeding a 
swelling class of bureaucratic drones 
that contributed nothing to the public 
well-being, apart from forever keeping 
“census”; that is, sniffing out whoever in 
the city or countryside had any money 
or property left that could be taxed. But 
the tax money did not flow back to the 
people in the form of improved services. 
Instead, it ran into the pockets of the 
bureaucrats and rulers themselves—if it 
did not go to the military, which wore 
out the country and the economy in an 
endless round of inconclusive and sense- 
less wars among Alexander’s successors. 

This, then, is how the Hellenistic 
world went to pieces politically and eco- 
nomically. Sex did not help do it in. In 
fact, Greek sex life seems to have been 
most liberated during the so-called 
Golden Age, not in the later periods of 
disintegration. Nor is it anything but 
logical that sexual refinement should 
flourish, together with the arts and liter- 
ature, in a period of great economic 
prosperity and political stability, rather 
than the opposite being true, as some 
people assume. 

In the case of Rome the situation was 
not much different; if anything, it was 
even worse than it had been in Greece. 
In early Rome as well, for example, in- 
dependent farmers had been the back- 
bone of the Republic. However, from 
the second century B.C. on these small 
farms could no longer compete either 
with imported foodstuffs or with the 
large-scale farming of the landed 
aristocracy. 

As one contemporary observer, Pliny 
the Elder, put it: “Large holdings have 
ruined Italy.” The ruined small farmer 
had two choices: He could become a 
tenant farmer on one of the large estates, 
or else he could drift into the city, there 
to swell the numbers of the already 
unemployed. 

On the other hand some of the inhab- 
itants of Rome were richer than ever be- 
fore. Many had come by their riches 
only recently, through political favorit- 
ism, graft, the abuse of political office 
for personal enrichment, or by fast 
wheeling and dealing in the market- 
place. They tended to display their new 


“He could have had these sent, but no-0-0-o— everything has to be a big production number!” 


wealth by ostentatious consumption and 
offensive carryings-on. The law, adding 
insult to injury, granted the wealthy ad- 
ditional privileges—for example, mark- 
ing off a specially reserved section for 
them at the theaters. In contrast, the 
poor could hope for no more than an 
unceremonious burial after a brief life 
filled with all manner of hardships and 
miseries. 

Politics in Rome had sunk to an all- 
time low. Self-appointed tyrants would 
often run the country by whim. About 
one of them—the notorious Com- 
modus—historian Cassius Dio wrote: 
“He was a greater curse to the Romans 
than any pestilence or crime.” His main 
pastimes—and those of the populace at 
large—seem to have been executions, 
chariot-racing and lion-baiting. 

After the death of Commodus the 
military, in a cynical display of power, 
proceeded to auction off the imperial 
office to the highest bidder. “A most dis- 
graceful business,” according to Cassius 
Dio: “The would-be buyers were Sulpi- 
cianus and Julianus, who vied to outbid 
each other, one from inside [the military 
camp], the other from the out- 
side. ... Some of the soldiers would car- 
ry the word to Julianus: ‘Sulpicianus 
offers so much; how much more do you 
bid?’ And to Sulpicianus in turn: 
‘Julianus promises so much; how much 


do you raise him?’ Sulpicianus would 
have won the day, being inside and be- 
ing a prefect of the city and also the first 
to name the figure of 20,000 sesterces 
per soldier, had not Julianus raised his 
bid no longer by a small amount but by 
5,000 at one time, shouting it in a loud 
voice and also indicating the amount 
with his fingers.” 

Unfortunately for Julianus, however, 
other Roman armies, based in the prov- 
inces, had already proclaimed their own 
commanders as emperor. One of them, 
Severus, proceeded to march on Rome, 
where he forthwith deposed the 
emperor-by-auction. 

An army man himself, Severus gov- 
erned according to one cardinal princi- 
ple: Take care of the army and the rest 
will take care of itself. “Enrich the 
soldiers,” he counseled his sons, who 
were to succeed him, “and scorn all 
other men.” 

But to take care of the army took 
money —lots of it—and the truth of the 
matter was that the many earlier mili- 
tary campaigns had badly depleted the 
imperial coffers. One of Severus’s pre- 
decessors, the Emperor Marcus, Aure- 
lius, had already resorted to selling off 
imperial treasures and devaluing the 
Roman currency by 25 percent. 

Now Severus devalued the money by 
yet another 25 percent and, in addition, 


“Drunken driving. ...” 
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raised the already far-too-burdensome 
taxes and even devised some new ones. 
Not yet satisfied, this “financial genius” 
of a politician moved on to the 
wholesale confiscation of the property 
not only of his political enemies, but 
even of those citizens in his own camp 
who had not been sufficiently generous 
in contributing to his campaign. 

One can sum things up by saying that 
just as the long age of peace brought 
prosperity to Rome, so the even-longer 
age of wars brought economic ruin and 
political chaos. As taxes rose higher and 
higher, they finally started to impover- 
ish even the upper classes. Thus, 
paradoxically, the higher the taxes rose, 
the less revenue came to the state. 

On the other hand the swelling ranks 
of the poor had somehow to be appeased 
and amused. For that reason the state 
distributed food, medicine and money 
among them, while providing a never- 
ending series of festivals, dramatic pre- 
sentations and circuses—all through 
deficit spending, as we would say today. 

Meanwhile, the wars—including a 
number of internal struggles—raged on, 
further depleting the treasury until the 
Roman economy, once so strong and ap- 
parently unbreakable, collapsed totally. 
The most common Roman silver coins 
lost more than 90 percent of their silver 
content. Like our own new quarters, 
they were essentially copper coins 
washed with silver. 

At the same time, inflation went com- 
pletely out of control, and the prices of 
even the most basic commodities went 
right through the ceiling. According to 
the American historian Moses Hadas, 
““A peck of wheat which sold for half a 
denarius in the second century was 
fixed at 100 denarii by the end of the 
third.” In provincial money markets 
bankers sometimes flatly refused to han- 
dle Roman coinage. (Not unlike the 
condition of the devalued American dol- 
lar today, with the international money 
market periodically threatening to 
switch over to one of the stronger Eu- 
ropean or Japanese currencies.) 

One Roman emperor, Diocletian, 
seriously tried to fight inflation by 
imposing stringent wage-and-price con- 
trols, with the death penalty prescribed 
for violators. His edict was incredibly 
detailed, fixing the prices of just about 
everything—basic grains such as wheat 
and rye, fat pheasants and lean phea- 
sants, silver spoons and copper spoons, 
mousetraps and oil lamps. But his mea- 
sure didn’t work, probably because it 
came too late. When the edict was 
posted, a contemporary witness 
reported, “Nothing appeared on the 
market because of fear, and prices 

(continued on page 50) 
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Starr’s her name, and starring is her dream. 
This raven-haired beauty has been a show-business 
professional for nearly five years, and 
when this lady works, she really cooks. She’s hot now, 
and she knows it. As a singer, dancer, stripper and an 
actress in ten feature films, Starr’s achieved a reputation 
of throwing her whole being into every assignment. 
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soared much higher.” At last Diocletian 
too gave up the battle against inflation, 
and a few decades later the peck of 
wheat that had sold for 100 denarii was 
selling for 10,000 denarii. 

Since money had lost all meaning, 
much trade came to be carried out by 
barter and in kind, instead of in cash. 
The government followed suit by col- 
lecting taxes in kind. To do this the 
state first had to find out what every- 
body owned. This was accomplished, as 
earlier in Greece, by a vast army of cen- 
sus-takers (read: government spies) who 
went to every corner of the Empire sniff- 
ing out what people possessed in any 
form whatsoever. Thus, the tax-collec- 
tors could, for instance, find out that a 
certain farmer who lived near Syracusae 
had a fine olive grove of some 200 well- 
producing trees. The state could then 
assess a tax in the form of so many liters 
of olive oil from the man, whether he 
could afford the loss of income or not. 

We know from contemporary sources 
that these surveys and the collection of 
taxes in kind were the occasions for hor- 
rible scenes, The Christian apologist 
Lactantius described ‘‘the surveyors 
summoning the people of the town and 
of the country to the public squares and 


applying torture, making children give 
evidence against their parents, wives 
against their husbands, and servants 
against their masters; extorting from 
them by means of blows exaggerated 
returns which they then made still-high- 
er, placing on the register children and 
old men.” 

Another contemporary historian, 
Zosimus, wrote: “Constantine imposed 
a tribute of gold and silver of all who 
engaged in commerce, even on the pet- 
tiest tradesmen in the towns; wretched 
courtesans even were not exempt from 
the tax. On the return of the fourth year, 
as the fatal time approached, all the 
townspeople were seen in tears and 
grief. When the period had arrived, the 
scourge and the rack were used against 
those whose extreme poverty could not 
support this unjust tax. Mothers sold 
their children, and fathers prostituted 
their daughters, obliged to obtain by 
this sorry trade the money which the 
[tax] collectors came to snatch from 
them.” 

In the end it got to the point where it 
was cynically said in Rome: “Those who 
live on the taxes are more numerous 
than those who pay them.” Among 
those who benefited indirectly from this 
system of taxation were the army of 
“informers” —citizens who were paid a 
portion of whatever the state exacted 


“I told her not to give him head.” 
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from the victims of their denunciations. 

But the masses of the impoverished 
Roman proletariat (that is, the laboring 
class) lived mostly on the state dole, 
since there was no work for them in the 
city. The distraction of this proletariat 
was of prime importance to any Roman 
government of that declining period. 
There were the “games,” dramatic pre- 
sentations and circuses to which we 
have already alluded. In addition, the 
number of holidays rose from 65 days 
per year under the Republic to 135 
under Marcus Aurelius, then to 175. 
That is to say, eventually every other 
day was one kind of holiday or another. 
The urban masses spent most of their 
waking hours attending some manner of 
public amusement or spectacle, most 
often of a rather grisly kind. “The circus 
is their temple,” one contemporary 
observed. “‘The rest of the time they live 
only on the memory of the last or on the 
hope of the next festival.” 

As was their purpose, the incessant 
games at the theaters and amphitheaters 
kept the unemployed populace con- 
stantly distracted. But worst of all was 
the nature of the entertainment itself. Far 
from being erotic or sexual, it could not 
help but have a brutalizing effect on the 
spectators. Beginning with the exhibi- 
tion of exotic animals in the circuses— 
still rather innocent, except for the 
cruelties imposed on the captured ani- 
mals through the ignorance of their 
keepers—it went on to bloody contests, 
not only with wild beasts set against one 
another, but also with human beings— 
“gladiators” —in mortal combat against 
the animals (or each other). Most often 
condemned criminals or prisoners of war 
were used for these spectacles. But if 
there happened to be a shortage of 
either, there were always Christians who 
could be rounded up and thrown into 
the arena. 

Describing the end of the ancient 
world, a noted French historian sum- 
marized the situation: ‘The plebs 
[common people] of the towns, sated 
and carefree, took no real interest in 
anything but [their] pleasures, and 
later—when [they] became Christian— 
in religious controversies. The greatest 
political events passed over the heads of 
the people like black or golden clouds. 
Later [they were] to watch even the ruin 
of the Empire and the coming of the bar- 
barians with indifference.” 

It was the Germanic “barbarians,” or 
tribesmen, who gave the tottering 
Roman Empire its coup de grace. Thus 
evaporated “the glory of Rome.” Sex- 
uality had nothing to do with the fall; 
taxation, inflation, devaluation, over- 
expansion and public corruption had 
everything to do with it. ge 
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W/.. someone asks who has the big- 


gest pair of boobs. in Georgia, .the answer 
is obvious: Miss Lillian Carter.- In . this 
issue we're proud to honor one of those boobs, 
Billy Carter. (The other boob, of course, is 
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his brother. Jimmy.) This scrapbook, has . 
been prepared to. help you, , Billy, remember” 

the “highlights” of ‘thosé memoyable’ years ** 
‘since yous first burped onto the scene in * 


the Peach State. 
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You were a happy boy, 
Billy, even though you 
were called “dumb 
four-eyes”’ by your 
little classmates. You 
spent much of your 
boyhood playing cow- 
boys and Indians. 


You were big for your 
age, and Miss 
Lillian often had a 
hard time finding 
clothes that fit you. 
This early playsuit 
was put together for 
you by the village 
welding shop. 


Your first real hero was Davy Crockett, King of the Wild 
Frontier. Unable to find a coonskin cap large enough for your 
fat head, you took to wearing live animals. 


Your brother Jimmy 
graduated at the head of 
his high-school class. In 
fact, he was valedictori- 
an. You didn’t do so 
badly yourself, Billy, 
graduating with the dis- 
tinction of being 26th 
academically in your 
own class. Of course, 
there were only 26 
students in your 
graduating class. 
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You had a distinguished career as an athlete in Plains. The only thing 
that kept you from breaking into the major leagues as a pitcher was your 
inability to disguise your spitball. 
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And let’s not forget your attempt to make money at what you 
know best: drinking beer. Billy Beer was one of the great beer 
busts of all time. 


It didn’t take you long to make a splash on the American scene. One of the most fa- 
mous splashes occurred when you pissed in public on a runway at a Georgia airport. 


Earlier this year, 
Billy, you got your big 
break. Your status as 
America’s village idio 
mushroomed. You 
became the class clows 
to the world, a 
nincompoop of 
international stature. 
That was when you 
made anti-Semitic 
remarks that drew fire 
from Jews and civil 
libertarians around 
the world. 


Beer-drinking led to a temporary 
“vacation” in a California facility for 
runks. 


Yessir, Billy Carter, you're quite a guy who's led 
quite a life. And this scrapbook, these mementos, 
these memories... put them all together, Billy 
and THIS IS Y “s bily ; 
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“T’ve been an 
exhibitionist all my 
life,” says Wanda, 
“especially where older 
men are concerned.” 
And when a girl’s got 
an inclination to show 
off what she’s got, 
there’s no holding her. 
For years Wanda 
dreamed of becoming a 
HUSTLER centerfold. 
It’s something that 
many girls fantasize 
about, but few possess 
that special magic 
required to make their 
fantasies come true. 
Wanda’s one girl who 
made it, and now 
Wanda’s magic can be 
seen by the world. 
Lucky world! 
Lucky Wanda! 
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You don’t 
have to go 
to Vegas 
to gamble. 


www.HustlerCasinoLA.com + 1000 W. Redondo Beach Blvd. Gardena, CA 90247 * 310.719.9800 
Must be 21 to visit casino. Play responsibly. Gambling Problem? Call 1-800-GAMBLER. 04.12.10 


young lady was standing in a crowded sub- 

way train, one hand clutching the overhead 

strap and the other holding onto a banana 

in her back pocket. Suddenly the train 
lurched forward, and the girl lost her grip on the 
fruit. She wriggled her hand and soon felt the slip- 
pery skin of her goody again. A few stops later a 
male voice moaned, “You'll have to let go now, 
miss. This is my stop.” 


A first-time father-to-be confessed to the doctor, 
“Tm afraid I won’t get my wife to the hospital on 
time when she goes into labor.” 

“Nonsense,” the doctor replied. “You'll know 
she’s ripe when she starts to dilate.” 

Finally the big moment arrived, and the young 
husband watched like a hawk. His wife moaned and 
screamed and grunted, 
but he couldn’t see the 
signs. So he phoned the 
hospital and_ frantically 
begged, “My wife should 
surely be in labor by now. 
Can I bring her in?” 

The desk nurse asked 
him, ‘Has she started to 
dilate?” 

The husband croaked, 
“No! That’s why I’m wor- 
ried... The baby slid out 
an hour ago, and my 
wife’s eyes haven't 
changed a bit!” 


The HUSTLER Dictio- 
nary defines a gentleman 
as: a guy who puts at least 
half his weight on his 
elbows when he fucks. 


Meek little Casper rushed 
home hoping to find his 
new bride eagerly await- 
ing him. Instead, he 
found a strange umbrella 
hung over the sofa and a 
huge man making love to 
Casper’s wife on it. 


.and if you think 
that's funny... 


Tom visited his doctor and told him that he was 
having a problem because his wife never climaxed 
at the same time he did. The doctor explained that 
he too had had a similar problem some years before 
and that what he had done was to place a .45-caliber 
pistol under the pillow. When he was going to cli- 
max, he would reach under the pillow and fire the 
gun, and his wife would climax with him. 

Tom decided to try this method. About a week 
later the doctor saw Tom on the street and asked 
him how his problem was. 

“Well, Doc,” Tom replied, “I went home and 
placed a gun under the pillow. My wife was in a 
romantic mood, so we went to bed. We played a 
while, then started making out, and just as I was 
about to climax, I fired the gun.” 

“What happened?” asked the doctor. 

“She shit in my face 
and bit the end of my 
dick off!” screamed Tom. 


The HUSTLER Dictio- 
nary defines a burp as: 
a fart that took the 
elevator. 


Question: Why are a 
chick’s cunt and asshole 
so close together? 
Answer: So when she gets 
drunk you can carry her 
home like a six-pack. 


When sent to get a 
flashlight from the glove 
compartment of his dad’s 
car, 12-year-old Tommy 
discovered a box of 
rubbers. 

‘““‘What are these, 
Dad?” Tommy asked. 

“Ah... they’re for my 
cigarettes,” the father 
stammered. 

A few days later Tom- 
my went into a drugstore 
and asked the druggist for 
a box of rubbers. 


Casper pulled himself 
to his full 5-1 height, 
grabbed the umbrella and broke it over his knee. 
“There,” Casper said firmly, “I hope it rains!” 


An Italian, a Jew and a Polack were walking 
through the desert. The Italian was carrying a loaf 
of bread, the Jew a bottle of water, and the Polack a 
car door. The Jew turned to the Italian and asked, 
“Why are you carrying that bread?” 

The Italian answered, “So I can eat if I get 
hungry.” 

Then the Italian asked the Jew, “Why are you 
carrying water?” 

The Jew replied, “So I can drink if I get thirsty.” 

Then they turned to the Polack and asked him, 
“Why are you carrying that car door?” 

“Don’t be so stupid!” the Polack said. “If I get 
too hot, I can just roll down the window!” 
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“And what size would 
you like?” inquired the 
druggist with a knowing smile. 

The boy thought for a moment and then replied, 
“Oh, big enough to fit a Camel.” 


Adjusting himself after a backseat quickie, the fel- 
low turned to his cute young date and said smooth- 
ly, “Gee, honey, if I’d known you were still a virgin, 
I’d have taken a little more time.” 

“Really?” she replied. “If I’d known you had 
more time, I’d have taken off my pantyhose.” 


HUSTLER Humor jokes are sent to us by our readers. If you've 
heard a gut-buster lately, how about sending it our way? Sub- 
mit your joke on a file card, mailed in a sealed envelope, to: 
HUSTLER Humor, 2029 Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los 
Angeles, California 90067. If your joke is selected, we will 
d you $25. Sorry, but "t ret bmissions. 
send you . Sorry, but we can’t return submissions. qx 


CHESTER & HESTER 


mf don’t mind | you to a porno movie, but | wish you’d stop yelling 
‘Look at the pecker on that motherfucker!’ ” 


(JP IN SMOK 


BLOWING AWAY THE THIRD WORLD 


F 


REPORT BY ROBERT J. WAGMAN AND SHELDON D. ENGELMAYER 


Officially, the governments of the United States and Great 
Britain call it death. Just as officially, these same two govern- 
ments help export this death to Africa, Asia, Latin America 
and anywhere else that modern technology only barely illumi- 
nates the twilight of the 20th century. And it all makes sense 
(or, rather, dollars and cents) to many of the largest American 
and British cigarette manufacturers, which—faced with slow- 
ing sales at home due to massive antismoking cam- 
paigns—have been forced to open up new markets 

to keep that money rolling in at record levels. 

Faced with the stark and brutal revela- 

tions about the link between cancer 

and smoking, consumers in the 

developed nations have in- 

creasingly tended to 
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kick the habit or switch to low-tar cigarettes, cigars or pipes. 
The tobacco companies desperately need customers who will 
still swallow their slick advertising pitches, people willing to 
consume high-tar tobacco in blissful ignorance of the danger it 
poses to their health. The companies have found such 
customers in the Third World—those underdeveloped nations 
where health warnings aren’t required on cigarette packages, 
restraints on advertising are nearly nonexistent, and virility — 
not cancer—is the promoted and accepted by-product of 
smoking. And the numbers bear out this startling shift in 
where smoking dollars are spent. For example, between 1972 
and 1977 American cigarette-smoking increased only 7%, 
while consumption in Great Britain declined 3% during those 
five years. During that same period cigarette use jumped by 
22% in Poland, 40% in Taiwan and a whopping 97% in Egypt. 


The sharp rise in overseas smoking 
levels is paralleled by an equally dra- 
matic hike in the tar content of cigar- 
ettes. Statistics show that cigarettes 
targeted for the Third World contain on 
the average twice as much tar as those 
sold in the U.S. and Great Britain. 
There are two reasons for the high con- 
centration: (1) tobacco with naturally 
high tar content is unusable in cigarettes 
made for the American or Western Eu- 
ropean markets—where smokers are 
worried about the cancer threat —so it is 
dumped on the Third World; and (2) it 
is more expensive to make low-tar cig- 
arettes, just as it is more expensive 
to make unleaded gasoline. Why go to 
all the bother and expense if your cus- 
tomer doesn’t know or care about the 
difference? 

Since making a profit is the guiding 
principle of all corporations, it isn’t 
surprising that cigarette manufacturers 
seem to care very little about hooking 
unsuspecting natives on a habit that 
could eventually kill them. Far more dis- 
turbing is the extensive financial sup- 
port given these companies by the gov- 
ernments of the United States and Great 
Britain—particularly since our Secre- 
tary of Health, Education and Welfare, 
Joseph Califano, Jr., recently labeled 
smoking as “public-health enemy num- 
ber one.” 
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Yet judging by the U.S. government’s 
free hand with our tax dollars, selling 
the nation’s greatest health enemy to 
the rest of the world is just good busi- 
ness. For example, since 1955 the 
United States has given away more than 
$700 million worth of tobacco as part 
of—and this is unbelievable—the Food 
for Peace program! Sales of tobacco 
under the Public Law 480 program 
came to $55,725,000 in fiscal 1977 alone 
(the latest year statistics are available). 

The United States is also involved in 
spreading the tobacco habit through the 
World Bank, the Washington-based in- 
ternational financing agency headed by 
former Secretary of Defense Robert 
McNamara. The World Bank, to which 
the United States is the major contribu- 
tor, spends millions of dollars each year 
to support increased tobacco production 
in the Third World—money given to it 
by taxpayers from the U.S. and other 
developed countries, money earmarked 
for “the poorest of the poor.” Why? Be- 
cause tobacco is a good cash crop and 
because loans made on its account will 
be quickly repaid, a practice for which 
many recipients of World Bank loans are 
not well-known. 

In addition, in 1977 the U.S. De- 
partment of Agriculture spent nearly 
$65 million to keep American farmers 
happy through administration of its 
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“You jerk off! No wonder you're crazy!” 


price-support program and for related 
activities, such as export promotion, 
market research, tobacco-grading, crop 
inspection and other support services. 

These dollars are all tax dollars—col- 
lected from all of us. Eric Eckholm, writ- 
ing in The Progressive, said: “In this 
country, tobacco prices are maintained 
through a combination of production 
quotas and government-held ‘loan 
stocks’ which are acquired when market 
prices fall below a specified level. In 
mid-1977, the value of these stocks was 
$659 million.” 

Who benefits from what tobacco 
researcher Mike Muller (of London- 
based War on Want) calls the “great 
tobacco giveaway’’? According to 
Muller, “Recent recipients of U.S. 
tobacco ‘aid’ read like a roll call of 
American foreign policy problems: 
South Vietnam, Philippines, Cambodia, 
Thailand and, lately, Egypt and Syria. 
The tobacco has been used to win 
friends and maintain governments, 
keeping U.S. farmers happy at the same 
time by buying their surplus.” 

According to an official investigative 
U.N. report, the world tobacco market 
is dominated by seven giant “trans- 
national tobacco conglomerates”’ 
(TTCs). These sprawling multinationals, 
of which four are American—R. J. Rey- 
nolds, Philip Morris, Gulf-Western rie 
American Brands—exercise joint con- 
trol over 85% of the free world’s tobacco 
market through billions of dollars in 
advertising and “global corporate brib- 
ery...involving millions of dollars.” 
The study was prepared by the United 
Nations Trade and Development Con- 
ference under a direct mandate from the 
General Assembly. It was completed in 
mid-1978, but its release was held up 
until April 1979 because of formal pro- 
tests by several of the firms attacked and 
by a representative of the British 
government. 

The U.N. study argued that the com- 
panies made their billions through prac- 
tices reminiscent of the 19th-century 
American robber barons, including the 
acceptance of corporate bribery as an 
integral part of marketing strategy 
among the tobacco giants. Financing the 
drive toward world tobacco domination 
are the world’s major banks, which are 
so involved with the TTCs that the “‘cor- 
porations in their totality cannot be per- 
ceived as wholly separate from the 
larger banks.” 

Ironically, another less critical branch 
of the United Nations—the Food 
and Agriculture Organization (FAO) — 
has offered to intercede with the gov- 
ernments of the underdeveloped nations 
on behalf of tobacco producers, even 

(continued on page 78) 


“Give me that old-time religion.” 


DREAMER 


Photography by Suze Randall 


Melanie’s one of the many California 
girls who dream of national recognition 
as a model or actress. Most of them 
never make it, but we’ve got a feeling 
that Melanie will be the exception 
that proves the rule. After all, 
she’s open, and her business 
seems to be in the pink. 
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to the point of using FAO money. 

One company caught with its hand in 
the cookie jar was Philip Morris, which 
appears to have doled out at least 
$2.4 million in questionable payments 
in order to win advantages over its com- 
petitors, the Wall Street Journal wrote in 
1976. For example, the company was ac- 
cused of making a $16,000 payment to a 
tax official in the Dominican Republic, 
and it apparently paid out $120,000 to 
get a law passed that it considered vital 
to its interests. 

British-American Tobacco Company, 
Ltd. (BAT), which admits that bribery 
does exist while insisting its own hands 
are clean, has a better system. It invites 
friends and family members of certain 
heads of state to become “directors” of 
the local subsidiary company. 

Kenya and Nigeria provide but two 
examples of this. In Kenya the chair- 
man of the British-American Tobacco 
subsidiary is Bethuel Mareka Gecaga, 
who happens to be related by marriage 
to the family of the late nationalist 
leader Jomo Kenyatta. In Nigeria, 
Chief Jerome Oputa Udoji, former civil- 
service head, chairs that country’s BAT 
subsidiary. 

Of course, sometimes there is no need 
to bribe anyone, regardless of whatever 


form the bribe might have taken. The 
government’s top man often sees in- 
stantly the value of tobacco as a private 
purse-builder. War on Want’s Mike 
Muller, for example, points to Malawi, 
where Britain is pouring in $65 million, 
much of which will go toward tobacco- 
growing. 

“Evidence collected in Malawi sug- 
gests that the country’s autocratic life 
president, Dr. Hastings Kamuzu Banda, 
is systematically diverting the money 
earned by his country’s peasant farmers 
into his own pocket,” Muller says. 
“Malawi is one of Africa’s poorest coun- 
tries. But it is enjoying a tobacco boom. 
Production [rose] from 43 million 
pounds in 1967 to 111 million in 
1977, ... The small farmers have to sell 
their tobacco to ADMARC, the state 
Agricultural Development and Mar- 
keting Corporation. ...In recent years, 
large sums of [ADMARC] money have 
been channeled directly to a company 
called ‘Press Holdings’. ... Principal 
shareholder in Press Holdings—accord- 
ing to the company return filed in July 
1977 —is His Excellency Ngwazi Dr. H. 
Kamuzu Banda, occupation physician, 
who holds 499,000 of the 499,001 issued 
shares. The other is held by his some- 
time successor-apparent A. K. Banda.” 

And then, of course, there is the inevi- 
table gruesome suggestion made to 
Muller by Raymos Lyatuu, general 


“Just checking to see if Larry Flynt is being sincere.” 
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manager of Tanzania’s Tobacco Author- 
ity. “So you stop people from dying,” he 
said to Muller. “What do you do then?” 

Put another way, the more people 
who die before their time, the more food 
there will be for those who survive. In 
countries where there are too many peo- 
ple and too little food, this is a powerful 
suggestion. 

By and large, however, governments 
are seduced both by the high taxes cig- 
arettes bring and by the promise of 
modern agricultural techniques that can 
be adopted for use in growing food. The 
only trouble is, these arguments are not 
worth the hot air expended on them. 

True, a lot of income is generated 
from taxes on cigarettes, but the long- 
range costs are higher than these gov- 
ernments realize. In the end these coun- 
tries will be forced to expend enormous 
sums because of the diseases brought on 
by smoking. 

Just take a look at what it is costing 
the United States. Quoting from HEW 
Secretary Califano’s introduction to the 
latest “Smoking and Health” report: 
“Smoking accounts for an estimated 
$5 billion to $8 billion in health-care 
expenses, not to mention the cost of lost 
productivity, wages, and absenteeism 
caused by smoking-related illness; an 
annual cost estimated at $12 billion to 
$18 billion.” 

That is a very high cost indeed, and 
there is no evidence to suggest that it 
would be any lower in Malawi or 
Taiwan or Brazil. Somehow, though, 
these facts are never mentioned to the 
government officials who must make the 
relevant decisions. 

As for the agricultural benefits, they 
are spurious indeed. As Muller points 
out: ‘Tobacco uses Third World 
resources that could otherwise produce 
food. It also diverts resources from more 
desirable cash crops. Its high labor 
requirements at planting and harvest 
time discourage production of other 
crops and can create seasonal unemploy- 
ment....New mechanized farming 
techniques also threaten Third World 
tobacco farmers. It means they face 
tough new competition with the USA for 
world markets.” 

If raising and smoking tobacco are 
hazardous to the personal and economic 
health of Third World nations, why is 
consumption skyrocketing in those 
countries? The answer is, for much the 
same reason people consume almost 
anything in almost any place—the 
power of modern advertising. 

Most of the advertising the cigarette 
companies do in the underdeveloped 
nations boils down to one theme: 

(continued on page 98) 
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... BUT SHE LOST HER ASS 


I was the first to arrive at Walt’s apart- 
ment, but the table was already set up 
and the chips counted out in $200 
stacks. “Can’t wait to lose your hard- 
earned, can you?” | asked him jokingly. 

Walter Ashe grinned as though he 
owned the patent on assurance. He was 
a short man with a leathery face and 
eyes that were always looking for some- 
thing. “Not tonight,” he said, snapping 
his fingers. His hairline was retreating 
like Lee from Richmond, and he com- 
pensated by growing his sideburns 
longer. They were about to meet. “My 
horoscope says the time is right for mak- 
ing money.” 

“The time’s always right.” 

“You'll see,” he said confidently. 

Walt was a compulsive gambler with 
the faith of an archbishop. He believed 
in gimmicks, vibrations and mystical in- 
fluences—astrology, numerology, kar- 
ma, word associations, anything. Once, 
he told me he knew he was going to win 
because his biorhythms were peaking. 
He lost. The following week it was 
something else; he never played alone. 


FICTION BY BEN SATTERFIELD 


Unwilling to believe in himself, he was 
chance’s plaything, vacillating between 
cockiness and dejection, trusting his 
superstitions to give him some advan- 
tage. They didn’t. Not with me. When I 
play poker, I don’t pay attention to any- 
thing but the game. Which is one reason 
why I’m a winner. 

“Who else is coming?” I asked. 

“Windmill and Ross and somebody 
Ross is bringing. A guy named Len 
Fisher.” 

Windmill Windham and Ross 
Gillen, along with Walt and me, were 
Friday-night regulars. There were a few 
others who usually could be counted on 
to fill a game, but not this night. One 
dude was tapped out (thanks to us), one 
was in the hospital, another was out of 
town, and the high-flier I called said he 
was quitting gambling altogether, so we 
were on the hunt to put a table together. 
Ross had a string of connections that ran 
without discrimination—and sometimes 
without distinction—from playboys to 
mobsters, and he always found someone. 
But we weren’t prepared for the player 


he brought on this occasion: a slender 
beauty with her hair pulled back severe- 
ly, wearing a belted chamois jacket, a 
long skirt and boots. She wore no rings 
or jewelry of any kind, not even ear- 
rings. A leather purse with a long strap 
hung from her left shoulder. “I’m Lynn 
Fisher,” she said, putting out her hand. 

I took her hand. It was cool, and her 
grip was firm. “I’m Kelly.” 

She smiled, dazzling me with a per- 
fect row of pearly whites. ‘“You’re 
Lightning Kelly?” She squeezed my 
hand. 

“I’m afraid so.” 

“T’ve heard about you.” She pumped 
my hand and released it. “Is it true that 
they won’t let you play in Vegas?” 

“Only blackjack.” 

Windmill scowled. He was a large 
man, who appeared to be made out of 
blocks covered by skin and thick black 
hair. His face was square, and he wore 
black-plastic-framed glasses that seemed 
to squeeze his small nose. An inch of 
unlit cigar stuck out of the side of his 
mouth like a tuberous growth. “We 
never had a woman in the game before.” 

“Don’t complain,” Ross said, looking 
at him with pale blue eyes the color of 
arctic ice and every bit as warm. “We 
only have a five-man—eér, five-person 
game as it is.’ He removed a pin seal 
wallet from his jacket pocket and 
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handed Walt two crisp $100 bills. 

“This is 1979,” I said, “and we’re all 
liberated. Have a seat, Lynn.” It didn’t 
matter to me—male, female or Martian, 
I was interested only in the money: I 
was there to win. 

Lynn took off her jacket and hung it 
on the back of a chair. She wore a long- 
sleeved white-silk blouse with a high 
neckline, and she looked more like a 
schoolteacher—a very sexy school- 
teacher—than a cardplayer. The satin of 
her skin showed no lines, and 
that wasn’t because of makeup, since as 
far as I could tell she wore only lip gloss. 
She looked at me and smiled. I stared 
back, impassive. 

Windmill was the last to sit down. 
“We don’t play old maid, you know.” 

“Neither do I,” Lynn said, turning 
her big brown eyes on him. “Five-card 
stud, seven-card, draw poker—jacks or 
better to open. OK?” 

Windmill shrugged. 

“Whites are a buck,” Walt said, 
“reds’re five, and the blues’re ten. Buck 
to open, pot limit, table stakes.” 

“Fine,” Lynn said, handing Walt 
$200 across the table. She hooked her 
purse over the back of her chair and 
glanced around the table as if recon- 
noitering. “Shall we start?” 

Walt tore open a fresh deck, threw out 
the jokers, shuffled three times and dealt 


“Sure, some of us shoot craps. Haven’t you ever 
heard of the Holy Rollers?” 


a round of cards face-up. Ross won the 
deal with the queen of spades. 

“Draw,” he said. “Ante one.” Ross 
was a dapper man who liked hand-lasted 
English oxfords, Charvet ties and tailor- 
made suits with vests. I never saw him 
smoke or drink, and I was willing to bet 
that under the fine clothes he wore so 
well was a gym-hardened body as fit as a 
boxer’s. He spent three months of every 
year in England, but never talked about 
any of the trips. He always had money, 
but no one seemed to know where it 
came from. I never asked him. 

“By me,” Lynn said. 

We all passed. 

Ross added a white chip to the ante. 
“Sweeten the pot.” 

“It’s a good sign when no one can 
open the first hand,” Walt said. 

“Where the hell did you hear that?” 
Windmill growled. 

“It’s true; you watch.” 

I picked up my cards: ace —jack high. 
They were nothing, a gravedigger’s 
hand. I was off to a slow start, which 
never bothers me. I know that patience 
is the first rule of poker. At least it’s my 
first rule. 

Windmill opened for five. 

Walt called. 

I threw my cards in. 

Ross saw the bet, and so did Lynn. 

Windmill took two cards. The others 
each took three. 

“Ten,” Windmill said. 

Walt and Ross folded. 

Lynn called. 

“Trip sixes,” Windmill said, spread- 
ing his cards. 

Lynn smiled at him. “You win.” 

I wondered if she had lost to him de- 
liberately. After all, ten bucks is a cheap 
enough price to pay to take the edge off 
hostility. 

I watched her closely for the next two 
hours, but didn’t learn anything except 
that she was unreadable —which told me 
a lot. Good poker players are masters of 
the blank expression, the controlled 
emotion and the steady hand. Bush- 
leaguers usually give themselves away 
through nervousness or overacting. 
Lynn Fisher was no amateur. Her eyes 
were quick, her voice level, and her 
hands calm and precise. All her move- 
ments. were entirely purposeful and 
without the slightest flourish or trace of 
anxiety. She knew what she was doing. 
The girl was a gambler. 

I was about $50 ahead, but no player 
was down more than $80 or $90, so the 
game was close. Lynn excused herself to 
go to the bathroom, and while she was 
out, Ross said, “Why don’t we play 
poker instead of trying to figure out the 
bird, huh?” 

“She’s putting a damper on the 


“Ol’ Rainbow sho know how to keep his women in line!” 


game,” Windmill said. 

“IT don’t think so,” Ross shot back. 
“She’s a good player—and a hell of a lot 
prettier to look at than anything else 
around here.” 

“That’s just it—everybody’s more in- 
terested in looking at her than in play- 
ing cards.” 

“T noticed you ran your marbles over 
her pretty good,” I said. 

Windmill shifted the cigar stub from 
one side of his mouth to the other and 
leaned over the table. “I was just trying 
to unnerve her.” 

“Bullshit!” I cried. 

“Come on,” Ross grumbled. “Give 
her a break. She’s been in town a month, 
and this is the first game anybody’s let 
her into.” 

“Chauvinist pigs,” I quipped. 

“T prefer other games with women,” 
Windmill said. 

Walt was moving toward despon- 
dence. “I think poker with a dame is 
bad luck for me.” 

“Just forget she’s a woman, 
said. 

Windmill smiled and chewed his 
cigar. “That’s kinda hard to do.” 

At midnight I was better than $300 
ahead but getting bored with the game. 
I had the feeling the lady gambler was 
trying to distract me: She would smile 
and give me a smoldering look that 
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would have melted my armor at any 
other time, but I concentrated on the 
cards and squelched her signals as if I 
were a train, an express that couldn’t be 
derailed. But every time I dropped out 
of a hand, I secretly watched her. I sud- 
denly realized that I was no longer 
studying her as a player: I was appreci- 
ating her as a female. And my appreci- 
ation was beginning to pump up my 
blood pressure. 

But desire and poker don’t go 
together, and when the deal was mine, I 
said, ‘Once around the table and let’s 
quit—is that all right?” 

No one argued. 

Four more hands and I had trimmed 
$80 from my winnings and was glad we 
were tucking it in. 

Walt called seven-card stud and dealt 
three rounds of cards, two down and one 
up. With a king showing, I was high. I 
looked at my hole cards and felt a little 
electric tingle inside: I had two more 
kings. “‘I’ll open for a buck,” I said casu- 
ally. If I was going to row the boat, I 
wanted as many passengers aboard as 
possible. 

“Call,” Ross said. He had a queen of 
clubs up. 

“Since it’s almost quitting time,” 
Lynn said, “I’ll bump you five just to 
build the pot.” She had a ten showing. 

Windmill, who had a six up, looked at 


“And if you don’t come through, I’m suing you for malpractice!” 


his hole cards, then tossed a red and a 
white in the pot. 

Walt turned over his jack of clubs and 
sighed, “I’m out.” 

I called the raise and so did Ross. 

Walt dealt. I got the seven of dia- 
monds, Ross the four of hearts, Lynn the 
ace of clubs and Windmill the queen of 
diamonds to match his six. 

“Ace bets five,” Lynn said. 

“Diamond flush calls,” Windmill 
said. 

“T’ll see your five,” I said, looking at 
Lynn, “and raise five.” I smiled and 
waved my hand toward the center of the 
table. “Just to build the pot.” 

Ross peered at his hole cards again 
and called. 

“Your five and ten more,” Lynn said. 

Windmill scanned the table trying to 
read the hands, then grunted and called 
the bet. 

I threw a blue chip in the pot, and so 
did Ross. 

Walt dealt again: two of spades, ten of 
clubs, five of hearts, eight of clubs. 

“Ace bets ten,” Lynn said. 

“Doesn’t look promising,” Windmill 
said. He turned his cards over, face- 
down. 

“Call and raise,” I said, tossing four 
reds out, two at a time. 

Ross looked at my cards, then threw a 
pair of blue chips atop the growing pile. 

“Your ten,” Lynn said, “and another 
20.” 

I paused. She had the only ace show- 
ing. It was entirely possible that she had 
a pair of aces down. But she had raised 
from the beginning with a ten up. The 
five of hearts hadn’t helped, so she was 
either trying to show confidence or she 
was sandbagging. My guess was that she 
had aces and tens or three tens, but I de- 
cided to see one more card before pull- 
ing the stops out. 

“Call,” I said. 

Ross hesitated. He probably had four 
clubs, hoping for a flush. “Is everyone 
bluffing?” he asked, and put in two 
blues. He didn’t expect an answer. 

Walt gave me the king of hearts, Ross 
the ace of diamonds and Lynn the ten of 
hearts. 

The game was mine. “Pair of kings 
bets ten,” I said. 

Ross looked at the cards on the table 
and gave up. 

Lynn picked up three blue chips. 
“Your ten and 20 more.” 

Inside I was shouting for joy. Outside 
I frowned slightly and leaned forward as 
if reading her cards, then took a deep 
breath. I counted out seven blue chips. 
“Your 20—plus 50.” 

Her stack of chips was thinner than 
mine. She looked me straight in the eye. 
“Call.” (continued on page 90) 
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Hot days—suimmer in the city, . - 
Every cool cat’s looking for some kitty. .. 
Time to get down to some real nitty-gritty. 
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A GAMBLING MAN 
(continued from page 84) 


Ross dealt the last card. I checked it 
quickly as if really interested. Lynn 
shuffled her hole cards, her eyes fixed 
on me, eyes that were like a cat’s, 
languid but alert. I pursed my lips and 
pretended to study her cards, wanting 
her to think I was concerned about what 
she held. She looked at her hole cards, 
then laid them back down on the table. 

“Twenty,” I said. 

“And 50,” she answered, pushing 
more than half her chips into the pot. 

“I’m going to have to raise you back,” 
I said. “This time a hundred.” 

Her eyebrows moved up a fraction. “I 
haven’t got a hundred.” 

“I’m really sorry,” I said. 

“Perhaps you would lend me—” 

“I’m not a banker,” I snapped. 

“Well, then, would you consider 
something of equal value?” 

“I’m not a pawnbroker either.” 

She laced her fingers together and 
looked at me steadily. “Can’t we make a 
deal?” 

I shrugged. 

“Tell you what: It’s table stakes. I’m 
at the table. I bet myself.” 

You could have spun a web out of the 
look that went between us. 

“What do you mean?” I thought I 
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knew exactly what she meant. And so 
did my heart—which began to pump 
faster. 

“T’d like to call the bet with myself. If 
I win, I get the pot; if you win, you get 
the pot—and me.” Her mouth formed a 
tiny smile of amusement. “Just for the 
night, of course.” 

Walt, Ross and Windmill looked at 
me, and there wasn’t a poker face in the 
bunch but mine. 

“You’re on,” I said, then showed her 
the four kings. She nodded but didn’t 
really look disappointed. 

“Thank you, gentlemen,” she said to 
the others. Then she looked at me: “Any 
time you’re ready.” 

“Cash me in,” I said. 

As soon as we got outside, Lynn said, 
“Your place or mine?” 

“Mine’s within walking distance,” I 
replied without emotion. 

“Good. I feel like stretching my legs.” 

She hooked her arm in mine, and we 
started walking. It had rained earlier in 
the evening, and the street glistened as 
though covered with cellophane. Every- 
thing looked clean and new to me. 

“Are you always so lucky?” Lynn 
asked. 

“No, it isn’t every night that I win 
$500 and a beautiful woman.” 

“T wouldn’t think so.” 


“T’m a lucky man all right. But I don’t 
rely on luck—at least not the way Walt 
does. I believe in it, but not in hunches 
or omens or feelings or anything beyond 
the cards on the table.” 

“What happens when you don’t have 
luck?” 

“My old man used to say, when fate 
hands you a lemon, make lemonade.” 

“My father said the same thing.” 

“Was he a gambler?” 

“All his life.” 

“It figures. Gamblers are natural 
optimists.” 

When we got to my apartment, she 
took off her coat and dropped it and her 
purse on the davenport. “I like your 
place,” she said, looking around. 
“You’re very neat for a bachelor.” 

“It’s a popular misconception that 
men can’t take care of themselves,” I an- 
swered, heading straight for the bar. 
“Would you like a drink?” 

“No, what I'd like is a quick shower— 
just to freshen up.” 

I poured myself a Scotch, then 
pushed it aside and gripped the bar with 
both hands. “You don’t have to go 
through with this.” That statement took 
all the will power I could muster. 

“A bet’s a bet.” 

“I agree. But gambling’s one thing 
and lovemaking’s another.” 

“The game’s over.” She looked at me 
wryly. “Don’t you want me?” 

“Of course... but I want you with- 
out obligations.” 

“You’re a romantic.” 

“No, I just think it would be better if 
the feeling were mutual.” 

She gave me that heart-pumping 
smile. “The feeling is mutual. I would 
never have made the bet otherwise.” 

I forgot about the drink. Instead, I 
went over and put my arms around her. 

“I’m glad you did.” 

She pulled my head down and kissed 
me, her mouth open, her lips soft as 
blossoms, her tongue a messenger, her 
body a live and vibrant message that I 
responded to with swelling. 

“T have a large shower,” I whispered. 

“Big enough for two?” 

“Just right for two,” 

“What are we waiting for?” 

We undressed in the bedroom, my 
response growing as I watched her slip 
quickly out of her clothes and stand 
naked before me. I gasped in sweet 
pleasure at her body. If Ponce de Leon 
had found his Fountain of Youth, he 
couldn’t have been happier than I was 
standing there, throbbing at her. She 
grinned like a schoolgirl and darted into 
the bathroom. 

In the shower I washed her back and 
put my arms around her, cupping her 

(continued on page 111) 
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Welcome to Marlboro Country. 


Marlboro Red 
or Longhorn 100’s- 
you get a lot to like. 


Marlhord Marhar 


17mg “tar”: 1.0mg nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Aug. 77 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined That 


Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


A Public Service Announcement from Hustler Magazine. 


THE WORLD’S GREATEST 


MIDGET ATHLETE 


PROFILE BY ED KIERSH 


ith one crazy, kamikaze- 
like leap Little Tokyo, 
otherwise known as “The 
Human Sledgehammer,” 
piledrives into his opponent—Coconut 
Willie—unleashing his own blood- 
curdling version of sayonara. Pow! Pow! 
The two wrestlers exchange blows. 
Coconut’s head sways, as if it were going 
to drop tropical fruit in the middle of 
the ring. Snap! Crackle! Eeeow! Tokyo’s 
rotary-bladed legs scissor themselves 
around Willie’s spinal column. Weak 
grunts are heard, barely distinguishable 
from the crack of bone upon bone. 

Then the chants from the tanked-up 
crowd: “Hey, Jap, we’re gonna fuck you 
for Pearl Harbor... Hey, Fu Manchu, 
you’re nothin’... .” The din shakes the 
Nutter Field House at Missouri’s Fort 
Leonard Wood, and Little Tokyo is visi- 
bly moved. His eyes lose their happy-go- 
lucky glow; but he continues to thrust 
an arm under his opponent’s crotch, 
while the other arm yanks at a leg. Ina 
moment Willie, a much younger 
wrestler of undeniable strength, is aloft 
and squealing. 

Once the war comes to a resounding, 
thud-filled halt, bigger battles await the 
self-styled Samurai “killer.” Little 
Tokyo has to edge past the jeering, 
clenched-fist crowd and return to a 
dank, urine-smelling locker room. 
Excited by the rush of events, the 
wrestler has to piss. He moves in front of 
the urinal and tugs at his jockstrap. But 
here the simple maneuvering ends. Now 
Tokyo wrenches his spine backward, 
trying to arc a blast of piss, but his aim 
proves faulty, and he can only moan an 
“Oh, shit” and grimace. Finally, he 
stands on a box to reach the urinal; for 
Little Tokyo is indeed little—a 4-foot 
3-inch, 110-pounder who, as the World’s 
Midget Wrestling Champion, is consid- 


ered by many to be the strongest mini- 
athlete on earth. 

Inside the ring Tokyo is the Muham- 
mad Ali of his profession, while outside 
he is a miniature Don Quixote, con- 
stantly struggling against urinals, step- 
ladders, out-of-reach beer coolers and 
distant shelves. And instead of com- 
manding a long-term, six-figure contract 
like most sports giants, Tokyo has out- 
grown his proper name, Shigeru 
Akabane, only to scramble from one 
small-town arena to another for runtlike 
payoffs. 

The 30-year-old wrestler, born in 
Japan, lives in a netherworld all his own. 
“Big” only next to preschool children — 
and always in the shadow of most 
adults— Tokyo faces a constant dilem- 
ma. Does he keep his eyes slanted 
upward, or does he limit himself to a life 
of belly-button-staring? Such a confus- 
ing, torment-tinged choice would seem 
to upset most proverbial low men on the 
totem pole. But Tokyo is hardly your ev- 
eryday midget. 

Tokyo’s arms immediately catch your 
attention. Each is a big bulge of mus- 
cle—solid. 

His legs at first glance seem ridic- 
ulously stumpy, abbreviated, bowed. 
Yet beyond the lack of physical beauty 
there is another ingredient: power! Each 
leg is a dynamo, capable of generating 
savage body blows, forming viselike 
holds and other numbing devastations. 
Their strength comes from carefully 
welded thighs and calves; a kick from 
either limb, quite simply, is a headfirst 
confrontation with a steel pillar. 

It’s little wonder that Tokyo is a 
special kind of hero in his new home- 
town, St. Joseph, Missouri. When he 
visits any of the local bars, as he fre- 
quently does, not too many patrons call 
him ‘“‘small-fry.” Of course, at times 


some would-be Goliaths do hurl 
challenges like “Little man, you got any- 
thing inside your pants?” But a storm of 
karate and judo chops does them in. Lit- 
tle Tokyo is no freak in St. Joe. He’s a 
champ—with an 80-5 won-loss record 
during his six-year grip on the midget- 
wrestling championship. 

“Aaarrgghh! Whewwhh! Oooohhh! 
Aaaayyy!” The garage is alive with sex- 
ual-sounding grunts. Sweat pours down 
Little Tokyo’s face. He looks like a 
lunatic leprechaun. Sidestepping 
assorted beer cans, barbells and car 
seats, | overcome my fears and approach 
the makeshift ring to introduce myself. 

Tokyo interrupts his daily three-hour 
workout with a smile, a hearty “Me 
Number One!” and then dashes toward 
a stepladder perched in the ring. He 
does a brief acrobatic handstand on the 
top step and falls heavily on his back. 
He bounces up and starts pounding his 
head on a ring post. I’ve always been 
convinced that wrestling is phony, so I 
just watch in stupefied amazement. 

“Me do 300 falls a day,” Tokyo boasts 
in his bizarre English. “Maybe other 
people, it hurt, yes, but me no Number 
One for nothing. Some guy pick me up, 
boom! You know, this business very 
important. Everybody try to knock me 
off. Me have wife, three kids. Me stay 
Number One.” 

His Fu Manchu goatee takes on a 
devilish shape as he asks me to try some 
handstands on the ladder. I beg off. But 
Tokyo remains unconvinced. If it’s not 
going to be handstands, I’m going to be- 
come a human barbell. With one fluid, 
almost-nonchalant movement Tokyo 
suddenly has my 175 pounds above his 
head. “Thirty Seconds Over Tokyo?” 
Thankfully, no. After my relieved return 
to earth the show continues. Tokyo 
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stretches out on the canvas and hoists a 
250-pound barbell as if it were a baby’s 
rattle. He seems to be defying all the 
laws of gravity. Hardly concerned, he 
gives me a playful eye-twinkle, drops his 
“rattle” and returns to a corner of the 
ring. Again he uses his head as a bat- 
tering ram. 

The madness goes on for another 
hour. Finally, Tokyo reaches for a cold 
beer. During this pause I’m struck by 
the strangeness of his appearance. I can 
only gawk. at him. Never before have I 
been so close to such a bizarre-looking 
person. While his ring-weary face— 
softened by delicate eyes and a pushed- 
in nose—looks almost too human, the 
rest of him seems anything but human. 
His legs, though Herculean, are no more 
than two feet long. People eat hot dogs this 
size, | think to myself. When he waddles 
along, he brings to mind all types of 
mysterious creatures. 

There is nothing enigmatic about 
Tokyo’s clothes. They are plainly from 
another world. Bold reds, oranges and 
greens shoot out like the tail of a comet 
lost in space. While St. Joe is no Beverly 
Hills or Manhattan, Tokyo kayos com- 
mon good taste. He looks like a 
hallucination, something out of a 
Japanese sci-fi movie. His sweatpants 
are a blend of screaming reds and 
yellows. A tight-fitting T-shirt is too out- 
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rageously colored to describe, and when 
he changes out of his kimono into jeans, 
his final, startling touch combines an 
oversized, gold-buckled western belt 
with geisha-girl sandals. 

Tokyo notices my incredulous stares. 

“You think me look funny,” he 
charges. Fortunately for me, he smiles. 
“Everyday someone come in who want 
to beat me, the midget. They think they 
win. ‘You just little,’ they say. Me tell 
them come to gym. Some stupid guys 
come; others not show up.” 

Despite the temporary display of 
machismo, Tokyo is usually even- 
tempered, playful and charming. About 
the only thing that enrages him is that 
age-old question: Is wrestling fixed? 

The moment the subject is broached, 
Tokyo grabs my hand, runs it through 
his prematurely graying hair and 
demands: “Feel those scars! If wrestling 
phony, why my head so banged up? 
Some people think just a show. Me 
always told this. After me cut head, peo- 
ple say, ‘Ah, Tokyo, it tomato juice.’ 
They stupid. They think me freak or be- 
lieve all this circus act, but me no ha-ha- 
ha. Me no break arms if wrestling 
phony.” 

It’s clear that Little Tokyo loves wres- 
tling. The sport has been his passport 
out of poverty. Now that he’s risen from 
Tokyo’s Ginza district to own a large 


house outside St. Joseph, it’s under- 
standable that he’s one of wrestling’s 
most ardent cheerleaders. Rough-and- 
tumble promoters, styled after Damon 
Runyon’s shadiest characters, still fly- 
by-night in phone booths, in rundown 
arenas that reek of piss and beer, still 
evoke John Garfield’s ghost; and blood- 
thirsty crowds are as savage as the ob- 
servers of ancient Roman rites. But for 
Tokyo the sport remains rose-colored 
and, essentially, the American Dream. 

The son of a factory worker and the 
oldest of five children, Shigeru Akabane 
had to leave school at 14 to work as a 
glass-blower. By this time he already 
understood that he was a midget (of the 
entire family, only his pituitary gland 
screwed up). Upon entering school a 
teacher called him “a cute (kawao) little 
boy.” The experience left him with an 
indelible hurt, which still causes him to 
say, “Me no like. Me never forget this.” 

The mental torment, however, never 
eased. It only got worse. He started 
delivering bottles, and the other factory 
workers constantly ridiculed him. 
“Chisai otoko, chisai otoko.” This abusive 
taunt, meaning “You small nothing,” 
was a daily echo, and the youth felt as if 
he were being kicked repeatedly in the 
groin. Akabane had to do something. 
But what? 

“That shit really bothered me,” 
recalls Tokyo, who was exactly four-feet 
tall at the time. “So me had to fight. Me 
wanted to become strong. To get even 
with those people learned judo and box- 
ing. Me wanted to become killer.” 

A four-foot Haystacks Calhoun 
sounds impossible, but Akabane was de- 
termined. He gave up all his social pur- 
suits and became a student of Kodokan 
judo. Religiously he went to the gym 
each day after work to test his skills 
against bigger opponents. 

Becoming more obsessed with com- 
bat, Akabane started going to wrestling 
matches, and it was at one of these 
events that his whole life changed. As is 
customary in Japan, spectators are 
allowed to challenge the combatants. So 
one night Akabane jumped into the ring 
and took on a Chinese wrestler, who was 
almost a foot taller. 

“Me scared shit,” confides Tokyo. 
“He so big and wide. Me not scared of 
my own people, but he different. Same 
with Americans and blacks. My father 
told me blacks eat people. The first time 
me see one, very scared. This American 
soldier say to me, ‘Come on boy, I give 
you chocolate.’ Me no like, so me take 
leg. Me switch his leg around and hold 
him in air for 30 seconds. Could have, 
but it no good to break his neck.” 

(continued on page 112) 
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GREAT NEWS! 
CLASSY SEXPRODUCTS DIRTCHEAP! 


HOLLYWOOD SEX HOUSE SALE! 
PRICE-WAR! EVERYTHING MUST GO! 
DON'T MISS 
THIS EXCEPTIONAL OPPORTUNITY 
TO ACQUIRE AN INSTANT SEX COLLECTION! 


We aim at volume! The more we buy the cheaper we can sell - and you benefit! 
Compare our prices with others! We are sure you will enjoy these vast selections 
of hot sex merchandise! But, don't miss out - due to rising costs we may not be 
able to repeat this offer again - so order yours now! You buy at no risk with full 
ten day return privileges if not fully satisfied! 
PACKAGE DEAL A, all this for only $12.50: 
@ Five realty decadert sexmagazines! The latest issues! Loaded with gaudy full 
page sex action in gorgeous colors: B COLOUR CLIMAX - really juicy! m@ LIVE 
SHOW - strong! @ ANAL SEX - different! m STARK SEDUCTION - blunt! @ GANG 
BANG SPECIAL - sex at the stag party! You'll also get @ PHOTOPACKS! Over 
M ONEHUNDRED different sexphotos - untouched by censors - dewy - not for 
weak nerves! All this and more collected in an elegant photoalbum: mDOMI- 
NATRIX @ SPANKING WITH THE MISTRESS m ALBERT DOES IT HIMSELF 
@ ORALISM B AUTOSUCK @ TWO WOMEN RAVISH A MAN @ BARSEX AT THE 
BORDELLO m SUMMERTIME BUSH-HUMP @ CHEAP WHORES ON THE REEPER- 
BAHN IN HAMBURG (and we do mean cheap!) @ THE SEDUCTIVE DOCTOR 
@ LESBIAN SATISFACTION (a thorough demonstration) etc!!! 
Also included is one of our contemporary @ PRIVATE EDITION SEX CLASSICS 
with over 100 explicit sexphotos! You've read them, is'nt it about time that you 
saw what happened too... Then we will include a package within the package of 
explosive SEXMAGAZINES. Among them: @ QUICK TRICK m SEX-CLUB m@BE- 
FRIEDIGUNG m@ TALENT SHOW @ SHAVED (the barber's very private hobby)! And 
to top it all off THREE NEW SPECIAL MAGAZINES with ardent Scandinavian 
erotica: M VULVA @ REAR DELIGHT @ FRENCH, MADAME! Now, see what we 
mean by an exceptional offer.... Literally pennies per item not big bucks! This vast 
collection now for only $12.50!!! 
PACKAGE DEAL B: 
Yes, we know that you will enjoy the juicy sex of PACKAGE DEAL A. However we 
have more thrills in store for you! When we say bargain we mean it! So, to break 
our own price barriers (and that's not easy), we will let you have PACKAGE 
DEAL B, jammed with all the top sex products listed below - for hold your breath 
not $25 or $50 but just an additional $12.50 when you purchase PACKAGE 
DEAL A. PACKAGE DEAL B contains enough lusty sex products to hold your 
own orgy of carnal enjoyment: @ SEVEN SPICY SEXMAGAZINES with hot sex 
and love making in many variations, among them two double issues with twice as 
many pages! Lavish sex photos In color, close ups where nothing is hidden, 
enticing panoramas etc: @ SELECTA - classy! @ PRIVAT - uninhibited! BWEEK- 
END SEX - dirty! @ LOVING SWEDEN - beautiful sex! m DANISH WHORES .- will 
do anything! @ SWEET 1 & 2 - imagination! @ GOLD SEX 1 & 2 - extreme... Then 
you get a SPECIAL PACKAGE WITH @ TEN DIFFERENT SEX MAGAZINES with 
very intimate action: @ PENIS TEST m SEX INSPECTION @ HOT PLAY @ PLEA- 
SURE BOOTS (kinky!) @ THE CHAMBER MAIDS @ GEIL IM BANGKOK - the 
orgies of German sex tourists in Thailand! @ CALL GIRL @ BOTTLE GAME 
@ BLACK LOVER M@SEDUCTION! And in addition to this another @ PRIVATE 
EDITION SEXCLASSK with 100 candid sexphotos with a most up-to-date version 
of yesterday's taboo’s! And to hang on your wall (if you dare) a @ KING SIZE 
SEXPOSTER with a sensational subject that will astound your friends! The utmost 
in debauchery! Then, as cream on the cake, a brand new B® PHOTOPACK with 
the six most ribald sexphotos we've come across in a long time - mindboggling! 
] Yes, you get all the great sexarticles of PACKAGE DEAL A plus the abundant 
PACKAGE DEAL B for altogether only $25! This deal is only possible due to our 
special agreement with the producers of these sexproducts, and is not available 
I elsewhere! Order today - using the special bonus coupon in the right hand corner 
o this page - to assure yourself of these immense sex collections at fantastically 
[ low prices! 
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FINALLY, 
AN AFFORDABLE 
PROJECTORS 


Don’t miss any more sex movie thrills because you don’t have one! 


This is your big chance! If high projector-prices have 
kept you from the exciting experience of enjoying 
sexfilms in the privacy of your own home, take this 
opportunity and have money left over for films too! As 
a promotion to gain more film customers, we'll let you 
have this imported, European made film projector for 
only $49.50! Loaded with features, automatic film 
loading, cooling fan, carrying case and dual film size 
switch for both Super 8 and Regular 8. Runs on standard 
current. Six months warranty. Filmscreen with stand 
only $12 extra! Check off the coupon now, so you can 
enjoy the best of sex at home! 
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You may order on a separate sheet if you don't wish to cut up the magazine. But if you do, please let us know in what magazine you read this announcement! 


USE THE COUPON BELOW TO ORDER FROM 
THIS PAGE, AND MAIL NOW TO GALLANT PRESS, 
1680 N VINE STREET, SUITE 619, HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 
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TO GALLANT PRESS 1680 N VINE ST, SUITE 619 HOLLYWOOD, CA 90028 


Special Bonus Order Coupon! + 


Five astonishing sex-novelties with your order at no extra charge! 
Please send me, with ten day full return privileges, the items | have 
checked below and the bonus novelties. | don’t take offense from sex 
nor have | registered with the post office not to receive such materials. 

SEND NO MONEY WITH THE ORDER - WE WILL SEND YOU A BILL! 

PACKAGE DEAL A only $12.50 [_] PACKAGE DEALS A & B only $25 

TEN SEXFILMS IN COLOR all for only $46.50 

FIVE DANISH LIVE SHOW FILMS IN COLOR, all for only $35 


FILM PROJECTOR for only $49.50 [_] FILM SCREEN for only $12 
THE SPECIAL VIDEO DEAL for onty $81.50 [] Beta [] VHS 
If you order films please check [| Super 8 mm [| Regular 8 mm 
400 ft SEXFEATURE at no additional charge if you order both film offers! 


NAME: 


AGE: 
STREET: 


CITY: 
Please print! 


STATE: ZIP: 
6% sales tax added to California orders 
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ENJOY A SEX CLUB AT HOME ! 


TEN SEXFILMS IN COLOR FOR ONLY $46.50! 


Why spend big money in movie houses when you can enjoy it all at home! Sextilms 
have never been cheaper! You get the top ten films from our DANISH AND 
SWEDISH EROTIC MOVIES, amply called THE BEST OF SCANDINAVIAN THRILLS, all 
for only $46.50! (Like having a Hollywood Sex Club in your own home!) That's only 
$4.65 for each film! All untouched by censors with intimate straight-on erotica and 
frenzied action! These are films you will want to view again and again! Order now - 
these prices can't be guaranteed for long! 
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WET PANTIES (2W- 1M) FRENCH MASSAGE PLUMP HANNA WANTS 


Sve and Karen get so (2W-2M) IT GREEK (1W-1M) 
horny from watching their Two Studs asks for When you see fet Hanna 
favonte actor on TV that Gigi and Lulu's full threst- move her ass, you'll went ‘only one in ot 
(ney wet their pants! Their ment and get the two wey to grab for it 100! Guess Hookers, booze and sex! 


well-equipped neighbor 
come to their rescue! 
An orgy’ 


| 


how she wants it! A reer 


DOUBLE ENTRY (1W-2M) 
When her girl Inend did'nt 


LESBIAN NUDISTS (2W) 
Lesbian lovemaking in 
many complicated positions 
in thes film, the first of 
three from Orgyland - the 
nudist camp for swingers!!! 


GETTING LAIO (1W-2M) SUMMER SCORE (1W-1M) 
Two guys from the back- 
woods make their sexual 
debut with the village 
hooker - and she realty 


gets going! 


taking care of both the 


; oo guys simultaneously! 


about being a good gir! 


TOURIST IN THE NUDIST 


NUDIST TWIST (ZW-2M) 
This fim will make you 
horny! Group sex on the 
floor after disco-dancing in 
the nude! A hot foursome! 


VIDEO SPECIAL: The ten films above, the five Danish Live Show film below, 
the 400 ft bonus sex feature etc, on Beta or VHS tape, all for only $81.50!!! 


DANISH LIVE SHOW FILMS! 
Our top of the line! 
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If you order both our ten film offer and the Danish Live Show Films 
(see above), we'll give you a 400 ft sex feature at no additional cost! 


CANADIAN CUSTOMERS, please note: Prices are in US $. We specialize in Canadian orders and guarantee delivery! 


UP IN SMOKE 
(continued from page 78) 


Cigarette-smoking is good for your sex 
life. The French brand Gauloises, for ex- 
ample, is hyped throughout Africa as 
“the virile cigarette,” which, according 
to a tobacco trade journal, is “an impor- 
tant quality considering the male pride 
of the African.” African cigarette adver- 
tising informs the potential user that he 
or she is “smart to smoke,” that he or 
she will “enjoy that fine clear-head feel- 
ing” and that “very special taste of suc- 
cess.” And always there is a sexy gal ora 
macho guy to stir the juices. 

But that’s garbage and we all know it. 
We all know it because our governments 
tell us so and even make the producers 
of cigarettes tell us so. Such advertising 
in the United States and Great Britain 
would bring the government cracking 
down on industry heads. 

But not so when U.S. and British 
firms use such underhanded advertising 
techniques in the underdeveloped 
world. And that is why while “we” know 
about it “they” do not. 

(Actually, the tobacco companies are 
not as bad as some government-run 
tobacco monopolies when it comes to 
pushing their products. The People’s 
Republic of China, probably not con- 
tent with the inefficient and expensive 
means used by Chairman Mao to 
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massacre Tibetans and others, hawks its 
cigarettes by claiming that they contain 
“an excellent tonic” or that they are 
known for “‘allaying asthma and reliev- 
ing coughs.” 

‘Things are not much better over on 
Taiwan either. There cigarettes seem to 
take on the nature of fortune cookies, no 
less. Instead of health warnings, packs 
contain such propaganda goodies as: 
“Maintain self-respect and self-reliance. 
Stay calm in the face of adversity.”) 

Of course, it could be argued that the 
American and British governments do 
not know what is happening in that 
great big world out there—that they 
have no idea just what the tobacco com- 
panies are peddling in the under- 
developed nations. But anyone who 
makes such an argument is a fool or 
worse. For these two great Western gov- 
ernments know full well what the score 
is—and they just do not care. 

In 1970 the British Medical Journal 
warned in an editorial: “There is a real 
danger of this deadly habit [smoking] 
being exported to the younger countries 
of Africa and Asia, and the Western 
world has a responsibility to see that it is 
not done. We have already produced 
millions of slaves to cigarettes in our 
own land. To export this slavery to the 
developing countries would be very 
wrong.” 

The concerned British doctors are not 
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the only ones calling attention to the 
situation. Not too long ago War on 
Want issued a report—“Tobacco and 
the Third World: Tomorrow’s Epidem- 
ic?”’—based on its “investigation into 
the production, promotion and use of 
tobacco in the developing countries.” 

The report stated: “The [Third 
World] smoker is callously, if not crim- 
inally, being sold cigarettes packing 
twice the punch of cancer-causing tars 
as that of the rich world’s cigarettes. The 
international brand names are the same, 
but there are seldom warnings on the 
wrapper.” 

The unheeded warnings have come 
also from the World Health Organiza- 
tion (WHO), which calls it “the coming 
epidemic.” Referring to the Middle 
East, WHO’s Dr. K.S. Rao wrote in 
“The Special Nature of Tobacco Prob- 
lems in the Eastern Mediterranean 
Region”: “Cigarette smoking is spread- 
ing to younger age groups and teenage 
indulgence in the habit is becoming a 
daily sight. Even the customarily conser- 
vative womenfolk of the region seem to 
be resorting to smoking.” 

The worst offender by far is British- 
American Tobacco Company, Ltd., 
which owns Brown and Williamson 
Industries, Inc., in the United States, 
including the Brown and Williamson 
Corporation (Kool, Viceroy, Raleigh, 
Belair, DuMaurier). BAT’s total domes- 
tic sales in 1975 amounted to an esti- 
mated $1.5 billion. 

According to BAT’s 1977 annual 
report: “The Group’s tobacco products 
are exported to over 180 countries and 
are supplied to most international ship- 
ping and air lines. Exports from the USA 
include Kool, Viceroy, Pall Mall, Lucky 
Strike and Kent [acquired when BAT 
paid $141 million for P. Lorillard’s inter- 
national cigarette business outside the 
United States], and brands exported 
from the United Kingdom include such 
well-known House names as Benson and 
Hedges, John Player, Wills and State 
Express. HB and Kim are exported from 
[West] Germany and a range of Winter- 
mans cigars from Holland.” 

By British-American Tobacco’s own 
admission, the United States “has be- 
come the [tobacco] division’s largest 
source of cigarette exports.” BAT uses 
Brown and Williamson’s highly auto- 
mated facilities in the United States. 
The facilities had been greatly under- 
used for a long time because of the slow 
growth of cigarette-smoking in this 
country. BAT uses them to produce 
substantial amounts of nondomestic cig- 
arettes for export. That reportedly was 
one of the main reasons that British- 
American Tobacco bought Brown and 

(continued on page 104) 
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UP IN SMOKE 
(continued from page 98) 


Williamson in the first place. In fact, a 
high percentage of BAT’s cigarettes be- 
ing sold in the Third World come from 
Brown and Williamson plants in the 
United States. 

In the United States British-Ameri- 
can Tobacco also owns such nontobacco 
concerns as Gimbel Brothers (which 
operates 38 department stores in New 
York, New Jersey, Connecticut, Penn- 
sylvania and Wisconsin) and Saks Fifth 
Avenue, “a chain of 31 high-fashion 
stores in major metropolitan and subur- 
ban areas” with outlets in Arizona, 
California, Florida, Georgia, Illinois, 
Maryland, Massachusetts, Michigan, 
Missouri, New Jersey, New York, Ohio, 
Pennsylvania and Texas. 

And then there is the Kohl Corpora- 
tion, which operates 62 supermarkets, 
ten value stores, six beverage outlets 
and four drugstores in the Milwaukee 
area, 13 supermarkets in the Chicago 
area, and the Mid America Packaging 
Company, Kohl’s Institutional Food 
Service Division and Thrifty Bakeries. 

In all, BAT’s U.S. interests employ ap- 
proximately 40,000 people. Combined 
annual sales, according to company 
statistics, are in excess of $3 billion. 
Quite clearly, as BAT itself admits, it is 
“a substantial U.S. enterprise.” 

Yet the U.S. government seems 
oblivious to the fact that British-Ameri- 
can Tobacco is exporting potential 
death from our shores. (This is the same 
U.S. government whose “Surgeon Gen- 
eral has determined that cigarette smok- 
ing is dangerous to your health.”) 

BAT’s tobacco operations in the 
underdeveloped world are incredibly 
extensive. Consider these choice com- 
ments in the 1977 annual report: 

“In Brazil... another successful year 
achieving higher sales volume, together 
with increased prices, improved 
profits. ... Exports of leaf tobacco again 
increased substantially despite the 
growing domestic requirements, making 
a significant contribution to company 
profits. ... 

“In Venezuela...a very successful 
year with substantially higher volume 
and increased market share. ... 

“The [BAT] companies in Central 
America generally showed improved 
sales volume and profits. ... In the Ca- 
ribbean also, sales and profits continued 
to improve.” [In all, BAT subsidiaries 
operate in 13 countries in this region.] 

“Overall sales and profits in [Asia] 
have again moved ahead with results 
from Southeast Asia being in line with 
the generally expanding economies of 
the region. In Malaysia, volume gains 


particularly in higher priced brands. 
...In Indonesia, higher profits were 
achieved owing to an increased share of 
an improved market.... Although the 
political situation in Pakistan has 
affected sales volume, the company still 
managed to improve its profit- 
ability...” [BAT in this area operates 
in eight countries, including New Zea- 
land and Australia.] 

“In Kenya, high growth in sales. 
... In Nigeria. ... [BAT] is about to ex- 
pand its production capacity which is 
required to match market growth....” 
[BAT subsidiaries or affiliated com- 
panies operate in 12 African countries 
in all.] 

We could go on, but the point is 
made. The tobacco business is ex- 
panding in the underdeveloped world 
like a BAT out of hell—also a Philip 
Morris out of hell and an R. J. 
Reynolds, both very American tobacco 
companies. 

To again quote from Mike Muller’s 
seminal War on Want report: 

“BAT no longer has the run of the 
poor world. American companies, faced 
with stagnation at home, are turning 
abroad. Between 1966 and 1976, the 
total return on investment in U.S. tobac- 
co companies was higher than that in all 
other industries except oil. By 1976, 
however, they were facing severe prob- 
lems. Sales were growing slower than in 
any industry except the nose-diving 
aircraft business. Profits were growing 
slower than almost all other business 
sectors. The choice was simple: Get out 
of tobacco—or get into more profitable 
tobacco markets. 

“Some have chosen to get out. 
..- Others are staying in.” 

As pointed out earlier, British-Ameri- 
can Tobacco paid P. Lorillard $141 mil- 
lion to get out of the international 
market so that BAT could sell the 
Lorillard brands throughout the world. 
Philip Morris and R. J. Reynolds, how- 
ever, have expanded their international 
operations and are beginning to give 
BAT arun for its tobacco money. 

But what, you ask, can the govern- 
ments of the United States and Great 
Britain do to stop this? Actually, on the 
one hand there may be very little they 
can do short of an outright prohibition 
of the export of cigarettes. In this coun- 
try, at least, such an act probably would 
be declared unconstitutional by the 
Supreme Court. 

On the other hand there is something 
the two governments very well could do 
to show their displeasure. They could 
stop helping the tobacco companies 
spread their business the world over. 
And maybe, just maybe, a lot of lives 
wouldn’t needlessly go up in smoke. 


I’m not exactly a_profes- 
sional writer—in fact, right 
now I’m in jail in Colorado 
on some bullshit rap. Like 
many of the cons here, I 
spend quite a bit of time 
reading HUSTLER and 
other men’s magazines. None 
of the others compare to 
HUSTLER when it comes to 
turn-on stories, and I 
thought your readers might 
be turned on by the story of 
something that happened to 
me a couple of years ago. 

It was a Saturday night in 
the summer of 1977, and my 
buddy Jim and I were driv- 
ing through a little town in 
Colorado in search of some 
action. We knew of a bar 
that had a great live band, so 
we boogied on down there. 
After drinking two pitchers 
of beer we played some pin- 
ball, listened to the band for 
a while and then set out to 
score some ladies. 

We noticed a group of five 
very foxy chicks sitting on 
the other side of the room, 
and my friend immediately 
went over and asked one of 
them to dance. They soon 
were getting it on, so I de- 
cided it was time for me to 
make a move too. As I went - 
over to the other four, I . 
noticed that one, a really 
fine-looking slim blonde, 
was smiling in my direction. 
That lady’s for me, I said to 
myself. I walked over to her 
and asked her to dance. 

To my astonishment, she 
immediately burst into tears. 
I knew I wasn’t drunk, and I 
just stood there trying to 
figure out what the hell was going on. 

Then it dawned on me. In the bar’s 
dim lighting I hadn’t noticed at first that 
the chair she was sitting in was different 
from the others around the table. It was 
a wheelchair! I'd just asked a crippled 
girl to dance! 

Feeling like a real asshole, I stam- 
mered out some awkward apology. Then 
I did a clumsy about-face and began to 
walk away. That’s when I heard her 
voice calling me back. I turned around 
again, and she smilingly asked if I'd like 
to join her and her friends. Her tears 
seemed to have vanished. 

I came back to the table with as much 
dignity as possible, sat down and 
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ordered a round. The girl in the wheel- 
chair told me her name was Jill and in- 
troduced me to her friends. 

Jill had had polio as a child, she told 
me. Even though her legs were 
paralyzed, they looked pretty good, and 
the rest of her was something else—soft, 
golden hair put up at the back, a long, 
shapely neck and a great pair of tits that 
pushed aggressively against her blouse. 

After a while Jim came over to say 
that he and his chick were going to split 
in her car, so ] was on my own. Two of 
the other girls also left, leaving me with 
just Jill and her girlfriend Sarah. 

I was getting very horny, but I 
couldn’t decide which girl to focus my 
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attention on. I really liked 
Jill; she was sexy, good com- 
pany and had a sense of hu- 
mor. Frankly, though, I was 
uptight about her disability. 
I knew it was my problem, 
not hers, but I didn’t know 
how to handle it. Part of me 
wanted to take her home and 
fuck the living daylights out 
of her, while the other half of 
me wanted to treat her like a 
sick sister. 

Meanwhile, Sarah wasn’t 
really my type. She was too 
fat in the hips and talked 
nonstop about her job as a 
dental technician, and I’d al- 
ready heard more than I 

wanted to about chickenshit 
q patients with root-canal 
problems. But she had two 
good legs, and | figured I’d 
have no problem spreading 
them. I know I’m coming 
across like a real prick tell- 
ing you all this, but I’m try- 
ing to be as honest as I can 

\ about what I was feeling as 
we sat there in the bar. 

It was Sarah who finally 
got me off the hook. She’d 
brought Jill to the bar in her 
car, and she said she wanted 
to drive home now before 
she got too bombed. She 
asked Jill if she was ready to 
go, and Jill said she’d rather 
stay with me if I didn’t 
mind, and asked if I’d drive 
her home later. I said I’d be 
delighted, and that was that. 

About an hour later Jill 
and I were sitting next to 
each other on the couch in 
her apartment. I really felt 
great wheeling her out of the 
club. I knew she was at- 
tracting a lot of attention, and I was get- 
ting my fair share of admiring looks 
from women, which made me feel kind 
of proud and protective. When we got to 
my car, she told me how to lift her out 
and put her on the seat and then how to 
fold up her chair. She was as light as a 
child, and she gave off a sexy aroma of 
soap and baby powder when I lifted her. 
But I was still uptight about her dis- 
ability, and by what looked like the end 
of the evening I’d pretty much decided 
that this was going to be a platonic affair 
and that soon I’d be back in my own 
bed, alone. 

However, I figured the least I could 
do for Jill was show her some affection 
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before I split. I kissed her, and to my 
surprise she started to wriggle around on 
the couch as if she were getting hot. 
Then she pulled me across her and 
whispered that she wanted me to kiss 
her harder and that I was being too gen- 
tle. “I’m not made of china,” she said. 
“Be as rough as you like. I’m not going 
to break.” 

That was when it dawned on me what 
an asshole I’d been. All I’d seen was a 
gimp in a wheelchair, and I’d thought I 
was doing her a favor by kissing her. But 
Jill was more than a gimp. She was a 
passionate woman, and a very sexy one 
at that. 

I picked her up and carried her into 
her bedroom. Even before we sank down 
onto the bed, she had her hands inside 
my shirt and was raking my chest with 
her fingernails. For the first time that 
night my cock threatened to force its 
way out of my pants. Jill was moaning in 
back of her throat as she thrust her 
tongue into my mouth, and I soon had 
her blouse and bra off, releasing those 
fantastic breasts. The nipples were 
standing up like a couple of Rocky 
Mountain peaks, and a thin film of 
sweat between her tits beckoned to my 
tongue like a sign saying “Free Beer.” I 
love the taste of female sweat, and I 
licked up every drop. 

We kissed some more, and when we 
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came up for air, I slowly undressed the 
rest of her. She was wearing a three- 
quarter-length skirt, and I felt her tense 
up as I lifted her body away from it. I 
knew this was because Id be seeing her 
legs, and I held her tightly and protec- 
tively, trying to show her (with my body 
rather than with words) that she had 
nothing to worry about. 

I wasn’t bullshitting her either. Her 
legs were skinny, true, and one of them 
was a little bit skinnier than the other. 
But they were tanned and long, and I 
didn’t see anything wrong with either of 
them. I had Jill lie back on the bed and 
started a slow, deep massage on each 
leg, working my way up from her feet. I 
asked her what she could feel. She told 
me it was mostly numb down there, but 
that she could sense a warmth from my 
hands that felt good to her. 

I lifted both her legs easily with one 
arm as she lay on her back, bent them 
gently across her breasts and slowly 
pulled her white-nylon panties up and 
away from her crotch. She moved her ass 
up obligingly as I did so—she had full 
mobility to a point about halfway down 
her thighs—and I got my first glimpse of 
her luscious little cunt. It was framed by 
a downy fuzz of naturally blond hairs. 

I lowered her legs down from her 
breasts and turned her over on her 
stomach. Then, starting at her shoul- 
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ders, I poured some massage oil all over 
her body and worked it in deep and 
hard. Apart from those great tits she was 
damn skinny everywhere, and she 
squirmed in mingled pain and pleasure 
as I dug deep into her back. I got even 
rougher when I reached her ass, seizing 
handfuls of tight flesh and working it 
hard like bread dough. 

Next, I turned her over again and 
went to work on her thighs. Jill couldn’t 
open her legs by herself, and it turned 
me on like crazy to move them this way 
or that, knowing she couldn’t move 
them back until I did it for her. 

Finally, she was covered in a film of 
oil and sweat, and just lay there 
manipulating her nipples with her 
fingers. Every so often she’d whip her 
head back and forth on the pillow. 
Every part of her body seemed to be in 
motion except her legs, and I took off 
the rest of my clothes as I watched her. 

Usually I like to spend a lot of time 
going down on a woman before I fuck 
her, but I knew Jill was more than ready 
for me now. For a second or two I was 
unsure what the best position would be. 
Then I figured it out: side by side. I 
turned Jill firmly onto her side so her 
back was to me, with a pillow between 
her knees, and then I scooped my arm in 
behind her knees so her body was curled 
like a fetus in the womb. I moved in be- 
hind her, held her by the shoulders and 
slid my prick right in as far as it could 
go. She screamed in ecstasy. Her cunt 
was fever-hot and so slippery with juice 
that I could hardly feel her pussy walls. 

For minutes we just lay there, my 
cock pulsing in her cunt as if it had a life 
of its own. Then, when neither of us 
could stand it any longer, I jerked my 
hips like pistons and hosed my jism into 
her pussy. 

Jill and I met several times after that, 
and then I got into a couple of scrapes 
with the law and we drifted apart. But 
I'll never forget her or our first night 
together. And I'll always be grateful to 
her, whether we meet again or not, be- 
cause she opened my eyes to a lot of 
damn-fool prejudices I had about dis- 
abled people. 

The way I see it, for most ablebodied 
people these prejudices are based on 
fear or anxiety. Usually they come out 
in the form of a hesitation to touch a dis- 
abled person for fear you’ll break them 
or something. Jill proved to me that dis- 
abled people crave touching just as 
much as anyone else—maybe more so. 
And she proved something else—that a 
disabled woman can be as sexy as she 
wants to be, and just as sexy as a woman 
who has full control of her limbs. = 
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ARE PUBLISHED, 
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A GAMBLING MAN 
(continued from page 90) 


breasts in my hands. I bent my knees 
enough to push my hard and eager flesh 
between her legs. 

“Oh, my,” she said, squeezing her 
legs together. “I'll call your raise.” 

“And bump me back, I hope.” 

“With everything I’ve got.” 

“That’s all I want,” I murmured, kiss- 
ing her wet neck. 

We dried off quickly, and she undid 
her hair, letting it fall over her shoulders 
in dark, luxuriant waves. I stood in front 
of her, pointing my arrow straight at her 
target. She grasped me and excitedly 
sucked in her breath, then removed her 
hand. “There’s one thing I want to 
know,” she said. ‘“‘Why do they call you 
Lightning?” 

I laughed. “It’s an old nickname. I’m 
as quick as a computer at figuring odds. 
Also, when I started playing cards, I 
practiced so much that I could deal 
faster than anybody.” 

“Good.” She put her arms around me. 
“T was hoping it was something like 
that.” 

We kissed. Pressed against me, her 
body was an electric current that 
charged my ions wildly. I felt a surge of 
passion fill me like fever, as though my 
entire body were a hard penis, urgent, 
sensitive and pulsating. 

With slow, dreamlike movements we 
made it to the bed and lay down. I 
kissed her breasts, beautiful works of art 
that thrilled me fully. She gasped and 
held me close. Delighting in her 
response, | caressed and fondled her 
smooth and earnest flesh, lightly teasing 
the nipples that stood like little rosy 
hats. Then I began to stroke her gently. 

Our hands explored each other’s 
bodies as though we were blind and 
could form an image only through 
touch, and there was nothing we wanted 
to miss. She nibbled at my neck and ear- 
lobes, making little moaning sounds that 
pleased and excited me. Foraging, I put 
my hand between her legs, and she 
inhaled sharply, tensing and digging her 
nails into my back. She was warm and 
wet and ready. I too was ready. 

1 clambered over her and thrust into 
her snug warmth with a plunge of sheer 
joy. She locked her legs around my back 
and pulled me deep into her. “Yes,” she 
said. “Oh, yes.” In perfect union we 
became something more than two peo- 
ple, and we were conscious of only one 
thing, one all-important, interlocking 
and demanding need that obliterates 
self. 

We were a unit fitted together like 
two stacked chips, and we rocked in a 
tight embrace that became more and 


more insistent. 

She pulled me to her tightly—as 
though she were afraid I would escape. 
But leaving was the last thing on my 
mind. 

I wanted to gallop her like a horse, I 
wanted to make her buck and jump, I 
wanted to drive her to ecstasy — because 
that’s where I was headed, and I wanted 
her with me all the way. 

She whimpered and gripped me 
fiercely, as though I were a life raft and 
she were drowning. Then she began a 
series of cries that got louder and longer 
until they ran together into a sustained 
yell that I felt more than heard. As I 
pumped myself into her, I answered her 
cries with a desperate caterwaul and a 
body-wrenching explosion that left me 
floating in peace like a cloud in a sum- 
mer sky. 

For a couple of minutes we lan- 
guished in a thick, honeyed silence, and 
our breathing returned to something 
close to normal. I slipped off of her and 
lay on my back in total relaxation, 
which slowed my pulse to 150 mph. I 
closed my eyes and drifted like a boat 
without an anchor. 

Lynn stretched herself, then snuggled 
close to me. “‘There’s a great advantage 
to discipline and control,” she purred. 

“Mmmm,” I answered. 

“Makes it so wonderful to let go and 


totally lose control.” 


“Mmmm.” 
“You’re not much for conversation, 
are you?” 


“Nope, I’m a man of action.” 

She rested her forearm on my chest. 
“This is the first time I’ve ever been 
glad of losing.” 

“And I’ve never enjoyed winning so 
much before.” 

“Pl tell you something: When you 
caught the king of hearts, I knew you 
had me beat.” 

“Yeah?” 

“T could’ve folded, you know.” 

I thought about that for a moment. 
“This cost you money.” 

“It was worth it—in more ways than 
you think.” 

I was beginning to catch on. “When 
word of this gets around, you'll be 
welcome in any game in town.” 

“And have an edge.” 

I sat up and looked at her. 

She read the question in my face. 
“Don’t worry—I wouldn’t do this 
again.” 

“Can I bet on that?” 

She wrapped her arms around my 
neck and pulled me down. “You sure 
can. Everything you’ve got.” 

Satisfaction shone from her face like 
sunshine in Spain. She was a winner all 
right. In every way. ~ 
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humming with her throat 


BLOW JOB 


any time you desire! 


Just close your eyes and make believe it's the girl you'd 
most like to have wrap her slithering tongue around the 
sucking in her 
cheeks, pressing with her lips, teasing with her teeth, 


Now You Can Have It 
Any Time You Wish! 


And ata price less than half what you'd expect! It's no 
secret. The FELLATRIX-G is a knock-off! The original was 
invented by a competitor of ours. He charges $24.95. By 
using computer technology we've learned to make the 
same kind of device for less than half. So now if you'd like 
to have that oral loving feeling any time you feel like it, you 
need not pay $24.95, because we charge only 


$9.95 


The FELLATRIX-G is so lifelike can give you the feeling aa 
real expert blowjob. it has a built-in electronic hummer to 
Qive you tiny tingles that send you up the wall. Any you 
control how fast it sucks and hums. ..go for a quickie, or 
make it last all night. So if you want a blowjob and can't 
wait till she gets in the mood, you need the FELLATRIX-G 
right now! 
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Deluxe FELLATRIX-G....$9.95 
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SEX-SATURATED 


Porno Book Special 
> aT oe Fie 3 


add $1.00PiH 


Value $25.00 
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Now. right before your eyes! Now you 
can enjoy over and over again 
intimacies with over-sex girls, nymphos, 
lesbians, oral sex acts, orgies 

and every erotic perversion you ever 
dreamed of.Page after page of 
UNCENSORED CLOSE-UP PHOTOS 
of the most farnous stars and models 

in the world of flesh. Order now and 
save $$$ while quantities last. 


pee nccKang Incest J Lovings Lezzies 
“IHot Asses | Females in Bondage 


I Wild Private Orgies ] Nymphettes in Heat 

LJ*Ciit” Licking j Interracial Sex Acts 
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\Sexual Perversions 


Special Bonus: aad s200 P & H 
‘ Any 7 books ($35.00 value) 
4 only $10.95 (Save $27.05) 
All 14 books ($70.00 value) 
only $17.95 (Save $57.05) 


FREE! FREE! FREE! 

Erotic photo illustrated catalog of sexual aids and 
novelties with every order. Each page, a turn-on to new 
exciting sexual adventure. You Must Be Over 21 to Order. 


Hygienic Research Co Box 213 
Dept HP! New York N.Y. 10016 


CHOOSE YOUR PLEASURE 
WITH OVER 


Brand new 
NATIONAL ry 
HOOKERS’ GUIDE 
lists Hookers’ names, 
addresses, phone numbers, 
descriptions and revealing photos. 
Available for straight, French, Eng- 
lish, Greek or whatever you desire. 
Rates from $5.00 up. Latest up-to-date 
intormation. Only complete directory of its kind. 


! Stat 
Choose your pleasure today! 95 aa 


ENCOUNTER RESEARCH Box 521- HU979 
Murray Hill Sta,, New York, N.Y. 10016 


A LONGER 
THICKER 


This PROVEN NATURAL WAY 
Penis enlargement is now possible with our new 
TRANSVERSE VACUUM ENLARGER — a precision 
! instrument, easy to operate, extremely durable and 
scientifically designed to make the male organ 
LONGER and THICKER. Also helps control pre- 
mature ejaculation. See results the first time you 
§ use your enlarger. See how really BIG how 
FAT... how LONG how HARD and STIFF 
your own penis can get! And it feels so good to use! 


EB. Reg. $35 © Our factory direct price only $19.95 
FACTORY DIST., Suite 609 


Dept.4134 
6255 Sunset BI., Hollywood, Calif. 90028 
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LITTLE TOKYO 
(continued from page 96) 


Luckily for Akabane, he also made an 
airplane out of the Chinese fellow. And 
as a result he got a stroke of good for- 
tune. In the audience the reigning 
World’s Midget Wrestling Champion, 
Lord Littlebrook, was watching. Later 
the two men met, and Akabane told 
him, “Me want-to go to your country. 
Me challenge you. Just get me to 
America.” 

In 1973, three years after their initial 
meeting, Little Tokyo and Lord Lit- 
tlebrook met again. Only this time both 
were in a ring in Topeka, Kansas, ready 
to slug it out for the world champion- 
ship. Again Tokyo heard that familiar 
chorus “Jap bastard, we remember Pearl 
Harbor” and got scared. But another 
emotion, a fierce will to win, triumphed. 
Tokyo won the grueling, 40-minute 
match, 

“For years I thought that midget 
wrestling’s first champion, Sky Low 
Low, had set standards that would never 
be equaled,” says Littlebrook, who now 
scrambles from matches to St. Joe to fix 
up his recently acquired bar, Mutt and 
Jeff’s. “But Tokyo has greater athletic 
ability. He is so set on being Number 
One that he’s come up with certain 
strengths I didn’t think were possible. 
No one can beat him right now. I’ve 
been in this business for 27 years, and 
I’m damn sure, pound for pound, he’s 
stronger than Ali.” 

Once Tokyo and I leave the garage 
and enter his house, he hurries to a 
refrigerator for more beer. When I ask 
for a glass, things become more compli- 
cated. He mutters some indecipherable 
Japanese and then hunts for a step- 
ladder so he can reach the cabinets. I 
apologize for being a pain in the ass, 
realizing at the same time that his life is 
a constant, ball-busting struggle. 

He watches TV from a rocker that 
closely resembles a baby’s high chair. 
His car is outfitted with special foot 
pedals. Clothes that fit are difficult to 
find. Light switches, bathroom fixtures 
and closets pose unavoidable dilemmas. 
And Tokyo’s favorite sport besides wres- 
tling—standing at a bar with a beer—is 
a frustrating, anxiety-ridden and diffi- 
cult experience. 

Moreover, as Tokyo admits, wrestling 
itself “is a mixed-up life; me never know 
what happening.” One day he might be 
in Butte, Montana, while the next 
day he could have to drive to Green 
Bay, Wisconsin. Airplanes are almost 
always out of the question, since payoffs 
average about $200 a match and are 
totally dependent on the size of the 


crowds. (Tokyo has picked up as little as 
$60 for a night’s work.) Consequently, 
his life is an insecure one, with only one 
known certainty —he will be away from 
his family most of the time. 

Only a bare-boned, skelétal view 
of Tokyo’s financial dealings is possi- 
ble. Reporters can learn about the “cuts” 
or promotional ties of “main eventers” 
like Billy ‘‘Superstar’? Graham 
and Bruno Sammartino, but when it 
comes to “undercard” wrestlers like 
Tokyo, a CIA-styled curtain of secrecy is 
drawn. In this no-man’s land promoters 
hand out press tickets through chained 
door slits, wrestlers shake their heads 
dumbly when asked about “receipts” or 
“percentages,” and just to make sure no 
one in authority —like the IRS—is look- 
ing, elaborate, contractual “dodges” are 
concocted. 

“Tt’s such a haphazard, crazy business 
that even us professional wrestling writ- 
ers don’t know all the answers,” says 
Norman Kietzer, the editor of The Wres- 
tling News, who’s been in the business 20 
years. “They only tell us what they want 
us to hear. Everything is ‘probably’ in 
wrestling. There are so many compli- 
cated deals going on, wrestlers don’t 
even tell, or can’t tell each other what 
they get.” 

Nor is Tokyo much help. Whenever 
actual financial figures are discussed, he 
retreats into a “me speak Japanese” fog. 

Guesswork, then, has to suffice. Ap- 
parently, Tokyo draws bigger bucks 
than most wrestlers since he’s undenia- 
bly an “attraction.” While his more nor- 
mal-sized colleagues stay close to home, 
Tokyo criss-crosses the country; and 
since he’s only in a given town once or 
twice a year, his uniqueness earns him 
top billing. And since a higher spot 
means a fatter paycheck, Tokyo could 
make between $300 and $500 in places 
like Boise, Idaho, or Des Moines, Iowa. 

Larger cities offer even better deals. 
In wrestling meccas—arenas like New 
York City’s Madison Square Garden— 
the wrestlers get a percentage of the 
crowd receipts. Since attendance usually 
hovers between 12,000 and 15,000, with 
ticket prices averaging $6 to $8 (that’s 
about $100,000 to be divided among the 
wrestlers, managers and promoters), a 
“middle draw” like Tokyo can pick up 
$2,000 for a night’s work. 

The Sammartinos and Haystacks 
Calhouns are such name entities that 
they usually don’t depend on “‘percent- 
ages.” They often have a set price, and 
promoters will generally pay it. 

Meanwhile, the lesser names who 
depend on gate receipts often have to 
supplement their incomes with outside 
jobs. It’s either that or four or five 

(continued on page 118) 


We've broadened the scope of Mail-Order Feed- 
back to include the lowdown on “straight” mer- 
chandise as well as on erotic goods. Suckers, as 
they say, are indeed born every minute, and it’s 
this column’s purpose to help you avoid being one. 
Write HUSTLER Mail-Order Feedback, 2029 
Century Park East, Suite 3800, Los Angeles, 
California 90067. 

Besides us, we suggest that you bitch about 
your mail-order burns to your local Better 
Business Bureau or the chief federal 
authority—the Consumer Advocate Office, 
U.S. Postal Service, Washington, D.C. 20024. 


COMPANY LINE 


Many of the complaints we receive 
result from customer error, not company 
negligence or rip-offs, so we asked 
Roland LeMorris of Diverse Industries, 
Inc. (7651 Haskell Avenue, Van Nuys, 
California 91406) what mistakes the 
mail-order buyer should watch out for. 
He provided a helpful checklist: 

1. Avoid sending cash—Yes, we’ve all 
heard this before, but buyers still send 
currency. Except when you’re sending 
only a buck or so for a catalog, putting 


you have no other choice, at least send 
the letter by certified or registered mail. 

2. Make your order legible—Most peo- 
ple’s handwriting resembles Sanskrit. 
Type if possible; otherwise print. 

3. Make sure your address is correct— 
Many letters don’t have return ad- 
dresses on them. It’s not uncommon for 
customers to mix up their house num- 
bers. Also, ZIP codes should be included 
as part of all addresses. 


forms— Use computer codes and labels 
provided for your use. They’re designed 
to speed up your order. Use company 
reply envelopes when they’re included, 
because they’re usually similarly coded 
for speedy processing. Make sure you in- 
clude all postage and handling fees. 

5. Keep records of your correspondence— 
It’s wise to photocopy all checks, money 
orders, credit-card billing slips, delivery 
receipts, etc., that you accumulate in 
your dealings with a mail-order compa- 
ny. If trouble arises, you have proof to 
back up your complaint. 

6. Return merchandise properly—If for 
some reason you don’t want what the 
company sends you, it’s wise to return 
the parcel by certified or registered mail. 
Always include an explanation as to 
why you’re sending it back. Pack the 
merchandise securely —don’t just stuff it 
into a paper sack and tie it with string. 
The Postal Service, we sometimes think, 
hires people whose only job is to pound 
packages with baseball bats. In most 


cash in your letter is inviting trouble. If 


4. Read and follow directions on order 


and June you ran ads from Chris Import- 


cases you'll have to absorb the loss if you 
don’t return the merchandise properly. 

Mr. LeMorris also pointed out that 
Postal Service theft does exist. ““There’s 
very little we can do about it except file 
claims for lost merchandise. That’s one 
reason why it’s important for both us 
and the customers to keep records of all 
correspondence. I’m told that theft is 
particularly high in our business, for 
obvious reasons, and also for companies 
that send jewelry through the mail.” 

He added that theft occurs not only 
with respect to the Postal Service but 
also to UPS and anybody else who 
delivers mail. 

LeMorris also volunteered two more 
pieces of advice. First, most large, 
reputable companies will be glad to 
send you literature about their product 
line if you state that you’re over 19 years 
old and interested in receiving sexually 
oriented items. Second, if you don’t 
want your name on mail-order-company 
lists, request that your name be 
removed. Most porn firms are anxious 
to avoid any friction in this area. If 
possible, send the company the label- 
coded envelope its material came in. As 
added insurance, request Form #2201 
from the Post Office and fill it out. Once 
this form is processed, your name will go 
on the government’s list of people not 
desiring to receive sexually oriented ads 
through the mails. 

Diverse Industries, as our regular 
readers know, is one of HUSTLER’s 
Dependable Dealers. 


DOUBLE TALK 


I don’t know how many times I’ve seen 
a company get lambasted in Mail-Order 
Feedback, only to turn the page and see 
that same firm advertising in Mail-Order 
Mania. In April you exposed Chris Dis- 
tributing Company (P.O. Box 85097, Los 
Angeles, California 90072); yet in May 


ers (same address) for the same phony 
love doll. 

I believe in free enterprise, but on the 
other hand I think you guys owe a duty 
to people like B. P. in Butte, Montana, 
who got: stuck with a paper love doll. If 
you think a product is bogus, why 
advertise it? If Larry Flynt says he won’t 
sell out, dammit, let’s see some proof! 

—S.D.A. 
Anchorage, Alaska 


In the past, Mail-Order Feedback and our 
Advertising Department were often working 
at cross-purposes, each unaware of what the 
other was doing. That lack of communica- 
tion is being remedied, and Chris Distribut- 


ing and other Shifty Sellers have been barred 


from further advertising in HUSTLER. 


Ads for other products panned in this col- 
umn—such as $3 grab bags and placebo sex 
aids—are still running because we feel the 
customers who buy them know what they’re 
getting. Our job is to educate the buyer, but 
not to act as a censor. For instance, some guys 
don’t mind getting a box of junk mags for $3. 
Others believe that placebo love pills work; if 
that makes them happier or improves their 
performance, who are we to ban such prod- 


ucts from Mail-Order Mania? 


Mail-Order Feedback will continue to 
work with the HUSTLER ad department to 
keep the frauds off our pages, but readers 
should also use their own discretion. By now 
anyone who reads this column every month 
Should have an idea, just by looking at an 
ad, if that particular company really has 


what he’s looking for. 


INFLAMED 
CUSTOMER 


In Velvet magazine I answered an ad for 
Heat (6311 Yucca Street, Hollywood, 
California 90028) that read: “Guaran- 
teed to Spread her Legs. If you think 
aphrodisiacs are hot stuff, you haven’t 
tried Heat. Now you can put her in heat 
quicker and make her hotter than with 
any pill you’ve ever tried! We Guarantee 
that she will spread her legs for you 
again and again or your money back! 
Highly concentrated. Positive results in 
less than 10 minutes. Pack of 9 only 

$2.95 or 3 packs (27) for only $6.95.” 
The merchandise came from Sender 
(P.O. Box 34866, Los Angeles, Califor- 
nia 90034). It included a small slip of 
paper saying, “Here is your love jell.” It 
also contained three packs of matches 
(nine matches per pack). On each side of 
the matchbooks is written, “It pays to 
advertise.” On the other side it says, 
“Stick it where it counts.” Inside it has 
the upper half of a girl with paper legs 

that spread when you open the cover. 
Is there anything I can do? I’m 
burned up! —S.C. 
Kewadin, Michigan 


Many mail-order crooks are pranksters at 
heart, and you're getting the butt of one of 
their jokes. We sympathize with you, but at 
the same time we have to horselaugh right 
along with the turd who sent you your Heat. 
The wording in the ad should have alerted 
you to the hoax. C’mon, who’s going to sell 
you a surefire aphrodisiac for $7? By the 
way, Mail-Order Feedback first alerted 
readers to this scam in our November 1977 
issue. Since then HUSTLER has permanent- 
ly extinguished Heat ads from Mail-Order 


Mania. S 
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TEN INCHES 
POSSIBLE! 


Would you like to have an 8, 9 or 10 INCH COCK? 
We can give it to you! All you need is the DESIRE 
and to make the DECISION to ACT TODAY, and in SIX 
WEEKS OR LESS, depending on how you respond, 
you could have a COCK UP TO 10 INCHES LONG. No 
fancycreams to use, no capsules to take and no 
artificial appliances to wear. Experience the pride 
of displaying your BIG COCK to your favorite play- 
mate, she will be amazed and delighted at just the 
sight of it. Imagine the erotic sensations when you 
slip it into her, filling her cempietely. Don’t wait 
the sooner you order the sooner your fantasies will 
be realized. We can’t guarantee that everyone will 
acquire a cock ten inches | but it will be A 
MINIMUM OF EIGHT INCHES. Send $6.95 to EN- 
LARGEMENT TECHNIQUES, Dept. 4134, 6311 Yucca 
St., Hollywood, Ca. 90028. 
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FREE BONUS: World's largest picture PORNO CATALOG 
Send only $2.00 f D e ing. Plus FREE 
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NEW HORIZONS Box 908 
Madison Square Post Office, New York, N.Y. 10010 


ff 


Pajama Party - These 4, sweet, innocent cuties try 
everything in the book. See them use vibrators, dil 
does, even a screwing machine on thei young bodies 


#3 @ $5 


Hollywood Orgy - Ever wonder what goes on at those 
swinging Hollywood parties? See these ravaging, sex | Young Prostitutes - 2 young hookers give this man 


hungry, jet setters suck & fi_k the nite away. twice the pleasure. Vibsators and strap on panis help 
# Le $5 him, but they want more. A reat “free-for-all ball!” 


#20$ 
Marital Aids & Magazines - 
Vibrators | Ticklers 


Quality vibrator. Add a little variety to 
When used your lovemaking with 
properly, can this sample pak 
awaken even of 3 of our super 


the most frigid stimulating 
Dream Lover - Gorgeous Suzy fondles & caresses her 


woman. ticklers, 
#10 e $3 
self into a raging frenzy & then uses a 10” vibrator 


Magazines ree a sizzling auto-erotica 


Sexplicit, color loaded magazines! 
You get 2 hot $5.00 mags for only 40 PAGE QUALITY 


$3.00. 100’s more in catalog. ADULT EROTICA 
#11083 $/Ougluel Z CATALOG 


H ANY ORDER! 
eS Se Re 6s SB ee S68 82s es ee 8 8s By 
NOW YOU MUST BE AT LEAST 19 YEARS OLD 
2 AND SIGN AFFIDAVIT. 


Rast so CHECK ONE: ([_]Reg.8 (_] Super8 


Peo Sens Soleo ee sl 
; hia mc peer we eee Postage & Handling TOTAL 


Signature: 


Print Your Name: 
Address: 


City: ee ee eS 
DIVERSE INDUSTRIES, INC. 7651 Haskell Dept.CY Van Nuys, Ca., 91406 


114 SEPTEMBER HUSTLER 


BEST BY MAIL 


For Rates: Write National, Box 5, Sarasota, Fil. 33578 


GASOLINE mileage doubled!! Details free! 
Techneering, Box 1688(H), Columbia, Mo. 65201 


CABLE TV home wiring kits, components. Details free. 
Kit Company, Drawer 12726(H), Roanoke, Va. 24028 


INCREASE height! Details 35¢. Tall-Up (50106), Box 
32307, Louisville, Ky. 40232 

HOW TO make a killing in your own small business. 
Free 18 page report reveals the hottest 142 business 
opportunities for 1979. Write: Entrepreneur, 631 
Wilshire Blivd., Dept. 853, Santa Monica, Ca. 90401 


PERSONAL MISCELLANEOUS 


*RENT A Date! Everywhere America! Your lovestyie! 
(Deductable) *Hotline (212) 461-2421, (212) 359-6273, (212) 
461-6091 

*BE A_RENT-A-Date girl! Anonymously-Everywheret 
Earn! Call (refundable) *Hotline: (212) 461-2421, (212) 
359-6273, (212) 461-6091 Now! ‘s 

THOUSAND Ladies Photos Matrimonial Catalog, $2.00. 
Intercontact, Box 737, Ft, Lauderdale, Fl. 33302 

FREE French tickler, sex catalog! New, 7247-H Eccles, 
Dallas, Tx. 75227 


JAPANESE Girls make wonderful wives. We have 
large number of listings. Many interested in marriage. 
Only $2.00 brings application, photos, names, descrip- 
tions, etc. Japan International, Box 156-HU, Carnelian 
Bay, Ca. 95711 

XXX RATED! Paperback written off restroom walls! 
Original graffiti, Great party entertainment. $3.50. 
Specht, Box 1012, Carlsbad, Ca. 92008 


GAL’S Swinging Group now accepts men! Carolyn, 
Box 2375-H, Sarasota, 33578 

“YD RATHER Be Screwing” bumper sticker. Send $1.25 
to: Decagram, Box 6051(A), Portland, Or, 97228 


NUDE beaches, resorts, bordellos, swing clubs, USA 
and worldwide. Free details, Fun Club, Box 432(H15), 
Bellflower, Ca. 90706 


DISCREET, personal introductions. Sensual, sophisti- 
cated swingers. Couples-Singles. Inquire: Plamates, 
Box 3355, York, Pa. 17402. 1-717-848-1408. 


SWINGERS SWINGERS SWINGERS 
Sophisticated couples and singles over 21 interested in 
exciting parties, meetings and correspondence with 
other discreet, fun-loving types. Send for free color 
brochure. Select, Box 889, Dept. H3, Camden, N.J, 08101 
BEAUTIFUL Mexican-Oriental girls needing American 
boy-friends. Free details, “actual’’ photos. World, Box 
3876-HUST, San Diego, Ca. 92103 
HOOKERS Directory! Details $1. Directory (50107), 
Box 426, Dayton, Oh. 45401 _ { en 
UNBELIEVABLE Picture; Man “Faced” with foxy nude 
girl. $3.00. Specht, Box 1012, Carlsbad, Ca. 92008 
MEET sexval friends nationwide. Call Tracy. 312-262-9800. 
BEAUTIFUL Girls, all continents, want correspondence, 
friendship, marriage. Details free! Hermes-Verlag, 
Box _110660/H, Berlin 11, West Germany 2 _ 
SWEDISH girls traveling USA! Photos, details $1.00. 
Ingrid, 256 S. Robertson, Beverly Hills, Ca. 9021) 
HAVE pretty giris write to you. Big list. Sample photo. 
Rush stamp. Joni’s, Box 20809(N), Atlanta, Ga. 30320 


ORIENTAL Girls nude. Jumbo color close-up photos, 
$2.00. Command, Box 14594-H, Orlando, F!, 32857 


BEAUTIFUL MEXICAN girls! Introductions! Photos, 
eeorenation free. Latins, Box 1716(HS), Chula Vista, 
a. 


MEET Real swinging girls. Free information: Custom- 
Groups, 5) Peekamoose Rd., Sundown, N.Y. 12782 


ARE YOU lonely? Photographs, descriptions, men, 
women. $1.00 postpaid. Ladysmith, Box 5686(H), Light- 
house Point, FI. 


HOT EROTIC 
SEX MOVIES!!! 


Beta VHS 90 minute home video 
cassette tapes. Low purchase price 
or rent. Over 500 selections in all 
categories. Colour pictorial brochure 
$3.00 (fully refundable). Box 1111, 
Chatsworth, California 91311. 


Sometimes | get the itch 
iso bad that all 113 pounds 
of me cries out to be 
rammed full of your love. 
‘Are you man enough for 
me? If you think so, I'll 
grend you 8 photos of me 
nude, posed just the way 
"you'd want me. Please 
ylenciose $3 to cover the 
costs. Please hurry! 
| OEBBIE GREENE, 
P.O. Box 483-N-3 
Bridgeport, Ohio 43912 
(P.S. I'm not a pro, but a 
real small town girl with 
an itch for the big time.) 


Catch the fever with one, two, or all three of these specially selected color film 
features: See the one and only John Holmes and Candy Samples in a sexual ‘Battle of 
the Giants’; Watch two talented nymphs display their most unique combination of 
sexual skills; Witness the unusual as the sizzling eroticism of interracial sex comes alive 
on your screen! Each of these unique, vibrant, full-color films comes in Regular 8 or 
Super 8. Please specify below. Use entire advertisement as an order form. 
Check film selections in appropriate boxes below. 
OHN & CANDY Exclusive! John ‘‘Superstud” 
Holmes meets his match when ‘Giant Jugs’ Candy 


Samples gives his 14’’ love muscle a workout that'll 
go down in History! #AF-672 $19.95 


ANAL SEX SISTERS Two beautiful brunettes who 
specialize in oral treats and wild “backdoor sex” 
show a young stud new and different ways to get 
off. #AF-666 $19.95 


BLAC J/HITE DYNAMITE - A hip black duo and 
Swinging white couple come together for a scorching 
4-way orgy. ‘Integrated intercourse” at its hottest 
and wettest. #AF-444 $19.95 


Check Your Preference: HJ Re9.8mm Wi Super 8 mm 


y 


“ Requires only 2 small penlite batteries. 
- Large, bright color or B & W image. 
- Accepts any length film up to 200ft. 
yw Adjustable focus eyepiece. 
4 Precision, no-skip shutter. 
- |S second threading. 
~ Stops action on any frame. ajone $19.95 


Reg. 8mm Viewer (Converts to Super 8mm) 


Super 8mm Viewer (Converts to Reg. 8mm) Be 


YOU CAN 


Do IT WITH Meet Horny Young 


4@ powerful placebo called 


PERSUADERS ss” Women 


A pinch in her food or drink and 


get ready for instant love-making | 
She'll be turned on for hours of wild s 
passion and lots of lovin 
Works so fast you should take 3 huge volumes, listing 1000's of 
aed wee swingi n anxious for all types 
No prescription winging women a typ ; 
Extra strong and sate to use of sex. Whatever your sexual desires, AYLANTA PHILA 
STAY HARD and you choose from a world of available Haigh gi ane? parile “. 
CONTROL YOURSELF horny girls. desires fun with any age. Send 
with PETER PILLS. swinging men. photo & phone no, 
ADULTS ONLY 


and porta encaton Mm -*« 7700 EXPLICIT ADS 
his placebo can help restore vigor, 
potency and setormance ' LU O ¢ \W N * 3300 HOT PHOTOS 
Be BIG where it counts 
5 PERSUADERS $5 : LU * ALL 50 STATES 95 
PETER PILLS $5 : EXPLICIT 9 
© BOTH $9 _———,, PWM-ERE SEX CATALOG 


DEPENDABLE Products Dept 4134 . : "3 . 
6311 Yucca St. Hollywood, Ca. 90028 Diverse Industries, Inc. 7651 Haskell Ave. Dept.C Van Nuys, Calif. 9140 
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Now available by mail direct from the 
Porno Stores of New York-~ 


XXX-RATED 


You don't have to go to 
Times Square to see ‘em! 


CHERRY BUSTER: See this guys 
huge tool burst this gorgeous 
cherry wide open. Incredible! 

onty $: 


MAN RAPE: What two beautiful 
sex-starved women do to this well- 
hung man you won't believe, Don't 
miss it! only $ 


Py CHINA NOOKIE: This wild chick 
just can't get enough cock in her 
holes. Wow—you can't miss this 
@ Rr only $5 


DEEP SUSAN: When this gorgeous 
gal sucks she means it—all the 
way down. Wow! Must see it! 


RECTUM 'RECKER: How this wild 
chick takes this huge cock all 
the way up is hard to believe! 
See it to believe it! only $5 


4-GIRL ORGY: See 4 girls in way- 

[ J out sucking and dildo scenes 

you'll never forget! See it! 
only 


bed BLACK CHERRY: These two gigan- 
two gorgeous stewardesses just tic studs burst this black gal’s 
love to suck each other. Real [ a so hard you can hear it 
juicy action! only $5 pop! Fantastic action! only $5 


{CONTEMPO fox 911-HU979 Madison Sq. Sta., NY, NY. 10010! 
Please rush to me, in plain sealed wrapper, the XXX-rated Porno Films checked below: 


T } BALLING STEWARDESSES: These 


© MAN RAPE — TFA © RECTUM 'RECKER — TFG 

© CHERRY BUSTER —TFB ] 4-GIRL ORGY — TFH Specify 

B OEEP SUSAN FD.” GJ BALLING sTEWaRDesses — TF) 1 ROS. 8 OF 
© CHINE NOOKIE — TF TFK CO Super 8 


© BLACK CHERRY — 
O COCK-TAIL CLIMAX —TFF (1) KIDNAPPED VIRGIN — TFL 


1 have enciosed $ (A6d $06 Post B Mand ea rect) C) Cash (Check (© Money 
OC $3.00 deposit is enclosed. Send C.0.D. (U.S.A. only) Order 


| hereby nepresaot that | am an adult, being over 21 years of age and in my opinion, 
the material described herein which | am now ordering, does not go beyond the con- 
temporary standards of my community 


Signature; 
Note: No order can be shipped unless your signature appears above 


ee ee 98 SEG 5 lye ee ee ee 
See ee at tanh eat tk ee ene mee emt eee eee ed 


Name: 
Please Print 
Address: 
O_o EE 
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Now you can indulge your erotic fantasies to their 
fullest in the privacy of your own livingroom or bedroom. 
See these films either alone or to turn on your favorite 

sex partner. Juicy, and breathtaking action at prices you can 
afford. All FULL COLOR in REG 8 or SUPER 8. Available through 
the mail exclusively with us. Order now while this offer lasts! 


ROMAN ORGIES: The Romans had 

ry 2 word for it and its wild action 
all the way. See it to believe it! 

$ 


rT  COCK-TAIL CLIMAX: See two fan- 

tastic couples in wetest and 
raunchiest sex action ever 

only $5 


“4 


a BRUTE FORCE: See this inctedibly 
huge guy shove it into her until 


she screams! Too hot! only $5 


KIDKAPPED VIRGIN: What these 
two well-hung studs do to this 
breathtaking beauty is incredible. 
You must see it! only $5 


FREE BONUSES 


Order 4 films and receive, 
absolutely FREE, one photo-itlustrated 
PORNO PICTURE BOOK (a $10.00 Value) 


Order 7 films and receive, 
absolutely FREE, 2 photo-illustrated 
PORNO PICTURE BOOKS ($20.00 Value) 


Order All 12 films and receive, 
absolutely FREE, 3 photo-illustrated 
PORNO PICTURE BOOKS PLUS 
Sex-drenched photo-illustrated 
PORNO PLAYING CARDS ($35.00 Value) 


EXTRA SPECIAL FREE 
Giant picture-filled catalog 
with each order. 


ak 


Best Buys 


“Watch Me Do It!” 


Pcs you horny guys—see me in action with 
1 dildoes, cucumbers, bananas— 
you name it! Candid photo set $3 
‘= “fj Color film (50 ft) $5 200 ft $20 
> U. T. R. Box 555— HU979 
Murray Hill Sta, New York, N.Y. 10016 


10 INCHES > Be 
GUARANTEED 


Latest medical research proves you can have up to 10° 
more. Instant results! Thousands of satisfied customers.’ 
Money-back guarantee. Don't be caught short. Send 0 


for complete MTRIVERSIDE Box 543—HU979 
Murray Hill Sta., New York, N.Y. 10016 


< EXCLUSIVE 
ww COLLECTORS ITEM 


P.O. Box 78 —HU979 only $2 wow" 
Murray Hill Station, New York, N.Y, 10016 bated 


COLLECTORS @ ad 


OC) Boy & Girl 7 Lesbians (7 Orgies! 
(2 Masturbation 7 Anime) ral Sex 
Send $1.00 for SAMPLE FI 
3 for $2.00 ALL six $3.00 
C. DANIELS Box 446 Saale . 
Grand Central Sta., New York, N.Y. 10017 


CLELECLLASICC OSES TEL. 2 
PUBLISHERS OVERRUNS 


ame FREE 50,00 
OF ADULT MAGAZINES! 
TOO GOOD i TRUE? 


WE'D LIKE TO GET YOU 
INTERESTED IN OUR PRODUCTS, 
WE'LL START YOU OFF WITH 
FIFTY BUCKS WORTH OF ABSOLUTELY 
DYNAMITE MAGAZINES PLUS OUR 
GIANT CATALOG WHICH ENTITLES YOU 
TO CHOOSE MANY ag SUBJECTS AT 
SAVINGS OF UP TO 70%. 
HURRY, SUPPLY IS LIMITED!!! 
PLEASE. ENCLOSE "3 POSTAGE (WHICH 
WE'LL REFUND ON YOUR 1 st ORDER). 


1 OL Weil 
(- ro | s A oerenent fins$5) 
SHOW TIME, 
6311 Yucca St, LA., Calif. 90028 


RK KKM KKKAEKR KK 


aK KKKKKKEK 


E LOVER! 
"No Pills ~ bi ply 
SIMPLY APPLY CREAM AND SOFT 
LATEX SUPPLEMENT OVER 
HEAD OF PENIS. 
ADOS INCHES 


IMMEDIATELY 


NO ONE WiLL KNOW 
EXCEPT VOU 


SAVE S10 THRU 
THIS AD eee 


the Original HARD-ON AMBMAL US 


PORNO ~: 
BOOKS! 


CAPRI PRODUCTS 
Box 
Los Angeles, CA 90072 


YOU'VE NEVER SEEN OR ‘FELT’ ANYTHING LIKE THIS...! 


DOLL SHE'S 


WE CALL HER ANGIE. BUT YOU'LL CALL 
HER THE MOST SATISFYING PARTNER © 
VOU'VE EVER IMAGINED! / 


DEEP THROAT ; \ 
. . ess 
To! n that special SHE’ S PERFECT e 
love you i pec BETTER LOW PRICE 
way — all the way down, ( : Just 1 year ago 
eh oe me dae THAN ‘a Angie sold for $70+ 
issable ips at open to as Amazing production cost 
a throat 7" deep. She was ~ . REAL! cuts let us offer her now 
“born with a taste for « for onl > 
French,” and she'll satisfy \ y 
you over and over 


Angie has breasts that are firm and 


f ( exciting to touch. Not huge, but bigger 
. . | than you'd expect on such a sweet, i 
; young thing. Her nipples are perky ' 
and hard, and they stick out under a { 
T-shirt. The temptation to reach out 
7” VAGINA WITH PULSATING OPTION 


TIGHT 
FITTING 


“ LB] 
and make them your own will be GREEK 
imesistible. FEATURES 
For those who delight 
in the unusual, Angie 
And when it's time to plunge into her waiting woman- . is happy to take it any 
hood you'll be pleasantly surprised at the better than way you want to give 


it. Her tight little ass 
is just right for those 
nights when you 
crave an experience 
that’s just a little 


real sensation you'll experience as you gently slip 

into the most throbbing, exciting seven inches of 

warm, wet vibrating womanflesh you've ever imagined. f 

What a comfort to know that Angie is always there to a " 


Id to satisfy you again and again. fas 

hl ale neat earl Ease = BUYER BEWARE!! 
: Don’t confuse Angie with © 

an interior competitor with a so 
called “foam expander” in an 
aerosol can. The “expander” is 
nothing more than a can of gas which 
you use to “expand” an inadequate 
amount of inferior foam. When the gas 
leaks out, the doll goes flat. Insist on the 
Genuine Angie Doll . . . packed tight with 
resilient, weight supporting foam. There Is 
no substitute. 


MAIL MART, Dept.V 182 Box 44241, 
Panorama City, Calif. 91412 


Please check items desired. 


Buy hieea% with her talking option and 
let her spur you on to greater heights 
of sensual expression. Hear her moan 
in the ecstasy of repeated climax. Listen 
to her whisper tender phrases like, 
“Kiss me, kiss me!" or “Do it harder!” 
and many others. it's the extra touch 
that can bring your fantasies to life, 
and only Angie has it. 


Remember, Angie is totally new. She is not inflated with 
air or some kind of gas that comes in a pressure can and 


leaks out in a day or two. You pack her tight with soft, sy — Pir ra ity Tee Love Openings mata nants od er 
can . x le WI ec tal ulsating agina eee er s 
resilient foam (supplied). So she can never leak or go F] Deluxe Pulsating Angie with Soft Sexy Voice option ....... $57.95 


flat, leaving you disappointed. (Also . . . she can be 
unpacked for easy storage.) Her limbs and torso feel 
firm, like a real girl. When you press her close she 


C) Pulsating, Talking Angie + Furry Frontal! Hair & Sexy Panties $67.95 
Extra Wigs, $10 ea. [Blonde (J Black(Angie’s reg. hair is brunette.) 
(J Special Vac-U-Suc Companion (Sucks Like Crazy!!), add $10 

TOTAL AMOUNT $ SS) Cash Check [7] Money Order 


[) Here’s a $10 deposit. I'll pay balance + $3 in COD service fees 
to the postman. (No CODs outside USA.) Calif. residents add 6% sales tax. 
( I'm enclosing an extra $3.50 for Airmail shipment. 


yields just enough, not too much. You can close your 
eyes and make her the girl of your dreams. Yet despite 
all this, you no longer have to pay a premium. Now we 
can sell Angie for no more than you'd have to pay for an 
ordinary doll. You'll love Angie . . . and Angie will love 
you! As often and as long as you desire. 


Name 
Adaress. 
City. State Zip 


PHONE CLUB 


You will get: 


LIVE sex talk with Tammy and her 
sexy friends as often as you like 


40-page book of revealing photos 


new LIVE numbers monthly 


CALL NOW 
i: 618-345-8550 


ia! Now — Order-taker waiting 


page after page of explicit exciting sexual 
techni ques with answers in words, 
and pictures to achieve a 


sex life. You'll 
see young 
sensuous 
couples photo - 
graphed in 
actual sexual 
intercourse 
You must state 
you are over 
_18 yrs. of age. 


~ Platinum Press Co. Box 321 Dept. Hii 


N.Y., NY, 10016 


With his gigantic 14” cock, John has 
balled over 7500 chicks!! Now, you can 
see why. .. and how in this exciting FILM 
and MAGAZINE! 

200ft. FILM: 

2 luscious, horny 
girls compete for 
John's huge tool 

they use their best « 
tricks to service his # 
massive meat! 


Color-loaded MAG: 
Hard-action photo 
volume! John 
socks it to 5 
gorgeous, over 
sexed ladies — 

one at a time & 

all together!! 


Diverse Industries, Inc. 
7651 Haskell, Dept. 4134 
Van Nuys, Calif. 91406 
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LITTLE TOKYO 
(continued from page 112) 


matches a week. Tokyo frequently falls 
victim to just such a schedule, since in 
his travels he often encounters a “cold 
gate”—a small-town arena filled with 
empty seats. 

“It’s impossible to catalog what ev- 
eryone is doing,” adds editor Kietzer. 
“A Sammartino could make $300,000 a 
year, while someone like Tokyo might 
pull in only $15,000 or $20,000. I don’t 
really know—it all depends on how 
things are set up. The person who wins 
the main event gets the biggest purse, 
while the person who loses the first 
event gets the smallest. There are so 
many schemes. I have no idea what 
midget wrestlers earn. I do know that 
midgets wrestle as often as they want to. 
They’re real popular because they’re so 
unique.” 

The father of three children (all of 
whom are of normal height), Tokyo sad- 
ly nods his head when Lord Littlebrook 
says, “It’s the traveling that gets you 
down. We often have to drive 800 miles 
a day.” And while Littlebrook undoubt- 
edly feels the stress of being away from 
his wife (both men are married to much 
taller women), the pain is doubly acute 
for Tokyo. For several years he didn’t 
have enough money to bring his wife to 
this country, and now, after acquiring 
some savings, he’s still alone much of 
the time. 

The roller-coaster life has to upset 
him, but Tokyo also appreciates his 
uniqueness. Many midgets are cast in fa- 
miliar roles; they either become circus 
clowns, “curiosities” in carnivals or are 
forced into dangerous jobs, like special 
mechanics who have to crawl into 
motors. Few midgets escape the “freak” 
label, and even fewer get beyond 
America’s biased, “no trespassing” signs 
to enter the athletic world. 

“Me freak,” Tokyo admits, “and it 
hard sometimes, but me not think about 
it much. When young guy, me always 
fighting about mouth on everyone. Any- 
way, now me very much change. Take it 
easy. My kids ask questions—‘Why you 
small?’—and me tell them no eat much. 
They believe me. They eat very much. 

“Anyway, now me have lots of fun. 
Wrestling not easy. Me miss baby. It not 
happy life. But me enjoy when people 
say, ‘Hey, St. Joe, good match.’ Me half- 
American now—becoming citizen. If 
me big, never see this country. Me midg- 
et; it special. Me can do things other 
people can’t. This Number One.” 

The emotional words keep flowing, 
and meanwhile Tokyo’s baby-sized 
fingers become redder as he tightens his 


grip on his beer. One of his kids is cry- 
ing; another is banging into a wall with 
a toy car. But now a look of suspended 
animation has come over him. Presum- 
ably, Tokyo is in his own world, one 
reserved for giants. 

His Zen-like calm, his grin and his fa- 
cial glow make a touching portrait. But 
even in this spiritual atmosphere dark 
clouds pass. The question can be asked: 
Will Tokyo remain Number One for 
long? One doesn’t have to be clairvoy- 
ant to come up with an answer. The 
giveaway is Tokyo’s prematurely gray- 
ing hair and the laugh that always 
accompanies questions about his age. 
He admits to being 30. But when 
pressed about the timing of various 
events in his life, he retreats into a 
cocoon, and the matter is dropped. 

The age dispute doesn’t have that 
much significance, but even Tokyo con- 
fesses: “‘Me not as strong as used to be. 
You should see me few years ago. Could 
do all kind of things, all day long. Still 
beat shit out of most taller people, but 
maybe now me drink little too much 
beer. 

“Have to keep in this business, no 
matter what. It only way my kids go to 
school. Me no want to be in circus. Me 
different than those people. Brook used 
to be in circus, but me no like. Me tall 
midget, no like freaks.” 

His words come out more slowly now, 
and it’s apparent that he’s again slipping 
into another world. Only this time the 
arena has few bright lights, and there are 
no cheering crowds. Suddenly, Tokyo 
is forced to think about his future, and 
he’s not quite sure what his tea leaves 
read. 

“Me not know. Maybe can go on until 
50,” he says, thumbing through a 
schedule of upcoming matches. “Me try. 
Me love showing strength. Maybe some- 
day me Number Second. Even then still 
go on.” 

Then the twinkle returns to Tokyo’s 
face. “Me no worried. Maybe later me 
open restaurant. Me good cook. People 
around here love Oriental food. Me 
hungry boy. Eat everything—steak, 
french fries, ice cream—no worried. Me 
keep eating, stay strong. 

“When come to New York to wrestle, 
we go out. Me show you good Japanese 
restaurant. You like sushi? Me love 
coming to Madison Square Garden, to 
New York. Wrestling there good. When 
start in this business, me always say, 
‘Tokyo, you Number-One boy when 
you in Madison Square Garden.’ Now 
me go there. Everyone see Tokyo then. 
It dream. Me see you too. OK?” 

Before I have time to respond, Tokyo 
puffs up his chest, raises a beer can in 
mock salute and playfully cries, “Kan- 


pai, kanpai” (“good luck”). 

The big night is here—April 30, 1979. 
Little Tokyo is in New York City. 

A mad shriek in the night fills 
Madison Square Garden. The voices are 
screaming themselves hoarse, and for 
added effect posters wave, bearing 
unmistakable messages. “YOU SUCK 
DIRTY ASSHOLES” and “KILL THE 
COCKSUCKER” are only a few of the 
crowd’s well-chosen greetings, as 
wrestlers spring from the dressing room 
into the Big Time. The various points 
are driven home by the shower of ice- 
cream containers and half-eaten oranges 
and pretzels hurled at the combatants. 

The carnival-like show is keenly en- 
joyed by Tokyo, who—standing safely 
away from ringside—screams and 
laughs his approval. One by one the 
wrestlers go through their antics; and as 
each bout draws its guffaws or particular 
taunts from the crowd, Tokyo’s appetite 
for combat increases. Tonight he wants 
to conclude hostilities swiftly so he can 
get to his favorite restaurant. 

“Me no good,” admits Tokyo, flexing 
his stomach. “No can eat before match. 
Me no like.” At this point the court 
jester of wrestling, Lou Albano, walks 
by and gives Tokyo a playful pat on the 
ass. I ask Albano about Tokyo, and he 
roars, “This man is the greatest; he’s 
agile, strong and has infinitesimal [sic] 
fortitude. He’s unreal; he’s been to hell 
and back.” 

Tokyo likes the attention, and though 
he complains about not eating, it’s clear 
that he’s really at home. Here there’s a 
backstage camaraderie he can easily 
savor. Not only are the big names pres- 
ent, like World Wrestling Federation 
heavyweight champ Bob Backlund and 
the three Valiant Brothers, but Tokyo 
also fits in well with the swarms of 
referees, promoters and even the 
hucksters. 

His eyes brighten every time someone 
greets him or offers him a deal; and 
though it goes unsaid, another far- 
stranger presence rallies his high spirits. 
Lurking thickly in the air, the smell of 
elephants and other animals is proof 
that the circus is in town. Tokyo knows 
this. He has seen the cages and props. 
He could also be part of that—but he 
isn’t. He recognizes this vital truth, and 
the Garden tonight seems doubly 
rewarding. 

Of course, Tokyo sticks to basics. 
“Me no care what they throw in ring. 
Hot dogs, apples, peanuts, it not impor- 
tant. Maybe 15,000 people here. That 
mean lots of money.” 

Tokyo won’t be spending all of it, 
since next to him is his tag-team partner 
for the evening, Butch Cassidy. The 


blond-haired Texan is Tokyo’s frequent 
sidekick-in-arms, and the pair win about 
three-fourths of their matches. “We get 
drunk after winning,” boasts Tokyo, 
now nervously patting down his hair, 
waiting for his entrance cue. 

The din is tremendous. Once Tokyo 
and Cassidy hop into the ring, it appears 
as if the circus animals have broken out 
of their cages. Crazies dressed in 
POLISH POWER T-shirts jump out of 
their seats, pointing middle fingers at 
Tokyo and challenging him to a fight 
with abusive “Hey, Chink” taunts. 

Tokyo likes the “fall guy” role, and he 
artfully warms up by kicking the referee 
in the butt. The slapstick routine shakes 
the Garden into laughter, and when the 
ref reacts by chasing Tokyo around the 
ring, the scene suddenly resembles the 
second coming of the Marx Brothers. 

Unfortunately, however, Tokyo and 
Cassidy’s opponents, Cowboy Lang and 
Tiny Thumb, are al] business. Once the 
bout begins, they leave the clowning to 
Tokyo and come out smacking, kicking 
and heaving. Some of Tokyo’s judo 
chops land vengefully on Tiny Thumb’s 
long, golden locks. But for the most part 
it’s a night of shrieks, ‘“aiyeehs” and 
other well-acted grunts for Tokyo. 

Even his greatest moment of glory is 
turned upside down. Like a reenactment 
of Pearl Harbor, Tokyo turns himself 
into a bombardier, and with a devilish 
grin frozen on his face stomps on a fallen 
Tiny Thumb. But as the show will have 
it, he makes the “mistake” of turning his 
back on Lang, and the metaphorical, 
American mighty-mite comes to his 
partner’s rescue. 

The ref, distracted by Cassidy, fails to 
see Lang pull at Tokyo’s hair and send 
him careening into a turnbuckle. The 
blow has a dizzying effect, and Tokyo 
staggers around the ring, ripe for the 
kill. Again Lang snatches handfuls 
of hair and throws Tokyo down. 
“One...two...three,” the ref barks, 
and all the universe is set right (at least 
this time). The passion play is over, and 
Cowboy Lang has vanquished Little 
Tokyo. 

Is there another moral to this drama? 
Of course. It becomes clear in the dress- 
ing room—where the pseudo-Greek tra- 
gedy is given perspective—that Tokyo, 
to please his wife, has shaved off his Fu 
Manchu and, like another famous war- 
rior before him, his strength has been 
(momentarily) sapped. 

“My baby, my wife no like. No kiss 
me. She tell me shave.” Then, laughing, 
he adds, “Maybe now me grow it again. 
Me not know. Kissing and other things, 
sometimes they more important than 


wrestling.” Qs 
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to correspond nt Exotic, wholesome girls 
seek friends, romance. marriage. For club 
information. and pictures of actual girls waiting 
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Thousand Oaks. CA 91359 
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TURNED ON! 


. with two distinctive 
and exotic 18K gold or 
sterling silver plated 


necklaces, that can 
certainly break the ice 
on any occasion. 
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Both men and women 
know that It's A Whistle 


IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE! 


Give them as a gift. . . to show 
your appreciation. 
Only each, 2 for $11.00, 
$595 plus $1 p&h. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEED 
that you will be wildly delighted. 


Indicate A, B & color. Available in 15" or 18" lengths. 
Send check or money order today! 
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UNCENSORED DEVELOPING 


Only Spectra gives you a choice! Standard 
3¥%x5 prints or new Super Borderless. From 
35mm this new size is a gigantic 4x6, from 
110 4x5, and from 126 4x4s. 
Std. Super 
Colorneg. film Prints Borderless 
12Ex.1260r110 3.90 5.10 
20Ex.1260r110 5.90 7.90 
24 Ex .35mm 6.90 9.30 
36 Ex. 35mm 9.90 13.50 
EKTACHROME MOVIES 3.00 
EKTACHROME SLIDES 20Ex. 2.50 36Ex. 3.50 
COLOR ENLARGEMENTS 5x7 1.25 8x 10 2.50 
Five color copies of any Polaroid print 2.00 
Please No Kiddie Films 


P.O. Box 4958H 
Spectra Photo Syracuse, N'Y. 13221 


INVENTORY ADJUSTMENT SPECIAL! 


PILOT'S 


GLASSES AT 
UNBELIEVABLE 


PRICES! 


INTERVIEW: MADALYN MURRAY 
O’HAIR—Called the ‘‘most hated 
woman in America,” the country’s most 
controversial atheist is back in the news 
again as she launches another broadside 
at organized religion—a lawsuit designed 
to strip the churches of their tax exemp- 
tions. O’Hair is not exactly a stranger to 
public condemnation, having sparked 
the 1963 Supreme Court decision ban- 
ning prayers in public schools. Find out if / 
the years have mellowed her in this 
fascinating interview by HUSTLER Pub- |°e" 
lisher Larry Flynt. 


HOLY HOOKER~—Is prostitution sanctioned in the Bible? Abraham 
gained the Pharaoh’s favor by pimping his wife. While this may not be 
the story you heard, this commentary by Humphry Knipe reveals that 
sex played an important role in the establishment of religion. 


¢ Impact Resistant 

¢ Polished Glass Lenses 
e Hardened Metal Frames 
¢ Money Back Guarantee 
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SEX IN AMSTERDAM—Journalist Rudy Maxa takes you on a fascinat- 
ing journey to one of the world’s most civilized cities, where open minds 
have triumphed over the closed-door mentality of the sexually repressed. 
Discover what it’s like to live where sex is not a dirty word. 


LOSERS—Things don’t always go better with coke, especially when 
you’re the middleman in a sleazy game of cross and doublecross. Ben 
Pesta takes you a step beyond morality in this gripping tale of dealing 
and decadence. 


ORGY OF THE (DEAD) STARS—This hilarious cartoon salute to the 
great and not-so-great will have you rolling on the floor and the dearly 
departed turning over in their graves. 


PHOTO-FEATURES—Dive into the fun 
with our centerfold INGA, who in 
POOLSIDE PLEASURE shows you that 
the wethead isn’t really dead. You’ll get 
in the swim with MAKING WAVES, and 
we're sure you'll be tied up’with KNOT- 
TY LADY for quite a while. And once 
you’ve seen LOLITA, you'll know why 
some men “thank heaven for little girls.” 
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Send M.O. or check to: P.O. Box 389 
Planetarium Station, N.Y., N.Y. 10024 
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Can you spot 
the Cama Filters smoker? 


Public Service Advertisement from HUSTLER Magazine. 


A look at a cocktail party. punk-rockers. So removed from smoking she thinks lung cancer 
6. And almost everyone has is the name of a punk band. 4. Nope. He’s Taylor Mayde, king of 
clean lungs. Pick the one the discos. Knows if he smokes, both his feet and heart might 
—} who doesn't. 1. No. She's miss a beat. 5. Not Mary O. Andretti, the racing freak. She's a 

Miriam Rich. The only Griving instructor at a go-cart track. The only smoke she'll tolerate ¢ 
bulge she looks for inside a man’s pants is his wallet. Lit up a comes from an exhaust pipe. 6. Right. This deadbeat has been 
cigarette once to blow smoke in a cheapskate's face. 2. Nope. smoking Camal Filters all his life. Used to be a star outfielder. 
That's Art Deco, an unsuccessful artist. Collects paint-by-number Was nicknamed the “Vacuum” because he 
oils. Considered smoking. Figured he'd die young and become caught everything hit his way. Now he can't 
famous. 3. No. She's Polly Ester. Designs holes in T-shirts for even catch his breath. 


Camal Filters. 
They’re not for anybody. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Famous Camal Quality! 


For information on how to stop smoking, write your local cancer society. 


